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CHAPTER I. 

CLAUDE FIRST SEES LISA. 

" "\7"0U look tired, my son/' said an old woman 

-»- bending under a load of fresh-cut grass on 
her back, as she came up to a dusty, travel-worn 
wayfarer resting on the road-side. 

*' Tired I am, good mother," replied he, turn- 
ing towards her a frank though somewhat care- 
worn countenance ; " tired, foot-sore, and thirsty; 
yet must I reach the town to-night, for I shall be 
busied there early to-morrow. Have I much 
farther to go ? " 

" A good league ; that is to say, a Icmg league," 
replied the old woman. 

" Ha ! that is a bad hearing," rejoined he, " for 
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2 Claude the Colporteur. 

the fact is, I have broken a thorn into my foot, 
and hmp sadly." 

" Let me take it out for you," said the old 
woman, " for I'm counted to have a ready hand 
at such matters. Stay, I fear I have no sharp 
implement about me. ... I have left my house- 
wife at home, and a brass pin might poison the 
flesh. Come on with me a little way, if you can ; 
my cottage is but on yonder knoll, behind the 
cherry-orchard, and I will there take out your 
thorn before you can say Ave ! " 

" It will be long enough before I say Ave," 
returned the traveller, smiling ; " but I thank you 
heartily, good mother, and will readily accept 
your kindness." 

" Gently, then — don't hurry," said she, helping 
him up. " If it were not for this load of fodder 
for our old white cow, I'd carry your bag for 
you, if not yourself into the bargain." 

*' Come," said he, laughing, " I'm rather too 
heavy for that." 

*' I'm not worth what I have been, it's true," 
said she, " but the time has been, I can tell you, 
when I have lifted a sick person a good deal 
heavier than you are. However, no good comes 
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of boasting; the case, as it stands, is, that you 
must carry your bag, and I my grass." 

" In England, now," said the traveller, " they 
let the cows help themselves to their grass." 

" Is it possible ?" said the old woman. " What 
strange people they must be ! Ah, I don't grudge ' 
my trouble for poor Snowdrop ; and I am sure 
she thanks me in her dumb way with her large, 
brown eyes." 

" The EngUsh would teU you," rejoined the 
wayfarer, " that she would thank you much more 
for turning her out into a fine field of clover." 

" She would conduct herself like a maniac," 
returned the old woman, " fling up her tail and 
heels sky-high, trample and waste ten times more 
than she ate ; and eat till she burst ! Children, 
sick persons, and irrational animals, must take 
what is given them, and be thankful. But see, 
there is our cottage, with the row of white pigeons 
on the roof, and there's Lisa in her scarlet petti- 
coat standing in the porch, feeding her tame 
thrush from her mouth. The poor bird is so fond 
of her that he often shews his gratitude by bring- 
ing her a crumb or a berry; and, one day, he 
popped into her mouth a fine live worm ! Lisa 
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will soon give me one of her sharpest needles, and 
I will have out your thorn in a minute. Mean- 
time, I cannot bear to see you limp so. Surely, 
I can cany your bag ? Let me try ! Why, 'tis as 
heavy as lead ! You must be carrying an iron 
weight slung round your neck for a penance ? " 

*' Oh no, good mother, I torment myself with 
no such self-imposed punishments ; and as to my 
load of books, I assure you that to me my burthen 
is light:' 

" Books, have you ? My son Hans will be 
overhauling them presently ! He's a regular 
book-devourer, that fellow ! I often tell him he 
should have been a priest instead of a poor wood- 



carver." 



By this time they reached the foot of a few 
rustic steps which led to the door of the low, 
steep-roofed, heavy-built cottage, with its tiny 
casements peering out through a luxuriant mantle 
of ivy, which also clustered round a niche in the 
porch, containing a rude, weather-stained group of 
the Virgin and Child, with a little lamp of blue 
glass hanging before it. 

In the porch, feeding her tame bird, stood a 
young girl of eighteen, with a fresh, sweet, round 
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face, drooping eyelids, and sweeping dark lashes 
falling on her rosy, peach-like cheeks. There was 
a great air of modesty and goodness about her : 
as soon as she saw the old woman approaching, 
she ran out to relieve her of her burthen, and 
cast a look of smiling inquiry towards her com- 
panion. 

" I want one of your sharpest needles, Lisa," 
said the old woman; "this worthy young man 
has broken a thorn into his foot, and I have 
promised to extract it for him." 

" Lie there, then," said Lisa to the grass, 
tumbling it down against the wall, and tripping 
into the cottage. " Is this one too small, grand- 
mother ? " 

" No, this will do exactly," said the old 
woman. " Come in, friend, come in, make no 
ceremony — you are heartily welcome." 

The stranger, thus bidden, stepped into the 
cottage, and found himself in a large old kitchen, 
with a funnel-shaped chimney in it, on the hearth 
of which glowed the embers of a very small 
fire. A thick wooden pillar, decorated by a cruci- 
fix, supported the rafters, from which dangled 
strings of onions, dried apples, and sausages. A 
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rude table was covered by a 'clean white doth, 
on which were spread knives and cups, a large 
loaf, a strong-smeUing cheese, a dish of huge 
crimson radishes, their green leaves yet glittering 
with recent washing, and a tall brown jug of 
beer. 

On a smaller table, near one of the Uttle case- 
ments, was heaped quite a cloud of dear white 
muslin, at which, to judge by the thimble, scissors, 
and red of cotton close at hand, Lisa had recently 
been busily employed. At a work-bench just 
beneath the other window, sat a somewhat hard- 
featured man of about forty, intently occupied 
in manufacturing what seemed to be rather 
clumsy dolls, some of which were in progress, 
others finished, and adorned with a little red and 
white paint on their faces; while round him lay 
tools, shavings, paint-pots, and brushes, ready to 
hand. 

" Welcome, friend," said he, nodding at the 
stranger as he looked up for a moment from his 
work, which he immediately resumed. 

" That's my son Hans," said the old woman. 
" He is very busy, which is the reason he cannot 
seem more glad to see you. Now, then," — patting 
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a wooden setde by the hearth, as she spoke, " sit 
down here, my good fellow, whip off your shoe 
and sock, put your foot on this stool, and we'll 
have out the thorn in a trice. Come, give me 
the other shoe, too, and I'll clap them together 
outside the door, for they are covered with dust. 
Mercy on us, though ! how your foot is inflamed ! 
You must have walked far on it, I fancy, after the 
mischief was done. Just look at it, Hans ! " 

Hans cast a hasty glance over his shoulder, and 
at the same time eyed the new-comer from head 
to foot. There was something foreign and pic- 
turesque in his simple dress ; he was of light yet 
vigorous make, and appeared about eight-and- 
twenty years of age. The expression of his mouth 
and eyes was exceedingly good, his complexion 
was brown and healthy, his hair dark, and slightly 
curling. 

"Whew I" cried he, drawing in his breath 
with a comic air of pain, as the old lady made 
rather a sharp inquisition with her needle. 

" If I can find aught of the thorn," said she, 
"my name's not Agnes. The long and short 
of the matter is, your foot must be poulticed. 
Set on a little bread and milk to boil, Lisa." 
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"That I will, direcdy," said the girl ; proceed- 
ing to obey her with alertness — " the milk stands 
outside — I had but just finished milking when 
you came in." 

" I am afraid you are going to make a long 
job of it, my kind friend," said the wayfarer. 

" Is your time so precious ? " said Mother 
Agnes, looking up in his face. 

" Oh, no ! only I had hoped to push on to the 
town before dusk, and get me a bed." 

"The town is full to overflowing," said she, 
"for to-morrow, as you doubtless know, is our 
saint's day, and there is to be a grand procession, 
which strangers are flocking from all parts to see. 
Wherefore, even if you could manage to limp or 
hobble thither, which I very much doubt, it is 
extremely unlikely that you would get any better 
accommodation than a stable. Whereas, if you 
remain here, you shall sup with us and have a 
clean bed, and I will dress your foot and ensure 
your travelling with comfort to-morrow. Will 
that suit you, do you think ? " 

" Suit me, my generous hostess ? I am only 
too ready to accept your kindness ! " 

" Say no more, then, but consider yourself one 
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of us, till the morrow. You are welcome — is 
not he, Hans ? " 

" Heartily welcome," said Hans. 

"And now," said she, "that I have bound up 
your foot, you shall remain just where you are, 
and get your bread and cheese. Not your beer, 
though, for milk will be better for you to-night . 
or, suppose, coffee ? Yes, there is some fresh 
roasted ; not that we allow ourselves such a treat 
often, but to-morrow is a festival. I wiU grind it 
directly; and, meantime, as you are feverish, 
Lisa shall give you a draught of new milk." 

He gratefully applied his lips to the brim of 
the foaming pail, which she, smiling, held to 
him. 

" Delicious ! " cried he. 

"Yes; there's nothing like new milk, when 
you can't get beer or coffee," said Hans. " Hallo, 
Lisa I You've knocked over the red paint. Mind 
where you're going, girl. Do you come from far, 
master ? " 

" Oh yes, I am always on the tramp. They 
call me Claude the Colporteur. I have books to 
hawk." 

" Books ! capital I " cried Hans, suspending 
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his work for a moment. " I should like to turn 
over the contents of your bag, only that I am so 
busy. Maybe you will read us a spell by and 
by-" 

" Gladly," said Claude. 

" Do you happen, now," pursued Hans, " to 
have a copy of ' The Terrible and Unparalleled 
History of the Man -Wolf, who lived in the 
Forest of Bondy, and devoured many Women 
and Children ? ' " 

" No." 

*' Ah, I fear 'tis out of print ; more the pity ! 
Have you, then, ' The Heroic History of Count 
Rudolf, who, on his Return from the Holy Land, 
found his Wife married to his deadly Enemy : ' 
whereon the Count fought his rival, the rival 
slew the Count, and the Countess took poison ? " 

" Neither have I that. Master Hans. Oh, no ; 
mine are good books — godly books." 

" Well, I hope I like godly books too," said 
Hans, looking a little disappointed however. 
" You shall read me a spell after supper — " 

" Which is now ready," said his mother, " so 
wipe the paint off your hands. Master Hans, and 
come and say grace Uke a good Christian." 
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" What a noble white lily you have in your 
garden ! " said Claude, gazing at it through the 
open door with admiration. 

" Ah, that's for me to-morrow," said Lisa, with 
a bright smile. " I am to walk in the proces- 
sion, dressed in white, crowned with ivy, and 
carrying the lily. Will not that be charming?" 

" You will be charming, doubtless," said Claude 
rather gravely. 

" And my two little brothers are to sing hymns 
of praise, in white albs, and crowned with 
flowers ! " 

•• Hymns to God ? " 
" To our patron saint." 

" Oh," said Claude coldly. Then addressing 
himself to Hans, "You seem very busy making 
dolls. Master," observed he. 

*' Dolls ! " repeated Hans, laughing. " No ; 
my time is not quite so much wasted as in doing 
that. They are images of our patron saint ! " 
" Oh !— " 

" I suppose you are aware that an image of 
our blessed Lady fell down from heaven many 
years ago, into a certain pool in these parts? 
Ever since, the water of that pool has been 
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famous for effecting miraculous cures, especially 
on the day of our patron saint. A church was 
built over the pool, a town formed round the 
church, and for many years the throngs of pilgrims 
resorting to it on the Saint's day, caused money 
to circulate freely among us. Of late years, the 
zeal of pilgrims has been much diverted to other 
shrines ; but a revival has been occasioned by the 
zealous preaching of some monks, which will, 
we expect, result in a great influx of pilgrims to 
our shrine to-morrow. To supply the demand 
for images of the Virgin and our Saint, which i§ 
looked for, I have nearly completed a stock that 
would surprise you. Most of them are already 
dressed; my mother will complete the others 
after supper, as fast as I can hand them over to 
her, and will sell them at the church gate to- 
morrow. So, there you have the history of my 
dolls, as you call them," concluded Hans, 
laughing. 

" The pageant will be lovely," continued Lisa, 
turning her beautiful eyes towards Claude, " the 
streets are already decorated with birch boughs 
arching across, so as to form charming arcades; 
shrines adorned with gold, with silver, and with 
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flowers, will be seen at the corners of the streets; 
blue, green, and scarlet banners will float from 
the windows; the bells will ring, the pilgrims 
will sing hymns, incense will perfume the air ; — 
the scene will be one of enchantment ! " 

" And there is to be a miracle-play," added 
her grandmother, " and Lisa was to have played 
the Virgin Mary; but another girl manoeuvred 
her out of the part, which our Lisa bore, I will 
say for her, with the sweetest temper ! " 

" Oh, granny, it is not worth speaking about," 
said Lisa, softly blushing, and looking away. 

"The Virgin Mary?" repeated Claude, re- 
flectively. " Do you know, now, the sound of 
her name, coupled with a play, grates on my 
ears ! I suppose you will think me a fastidious 
feUow." 

" Oh, no, I shall not," said Lisa, " for really 
a strange kind of feeling came over me after I had 
accepted the part, for it seemed to me I was not 
good enough. So that, on the whole, I was 
rather thankful that Theresa put herself forward." 

" I am sure, if you are not good enough, she 
is not, nor cannot be ! " cried Mother Agnes, 
warmly. " What say you, son Hans ? " 




CHAPTER II. 



CLACDE TROUBLES LISA. 



" ^iTHAT I say," returned Hans, bluntly, 
T T ■' is, that I think you had best not 
make the girl conceited, I'm pretty nearly sick, 
for my part, of hearing of nothing from morning 
to night but muslin gowns, ivy crowns, and all 
the rest of it. They're all very well in their way. 
And why are we supping without the children? 
Where are Mas and Quentin ? School must 
have been over long ago." 

" They're being kept in for a rehearsal," said 
Mother Agnes. "Their voices are sweet as 
linnets', pretty dears ! as Master Hamelin knows 
right well. He makes much count of them, and 
will tutor them to the last. 'Tis no use setting 
on their thick milk before they return, it will only 
bum. Oh, here they are !" 
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At the same moment, two rosy, panting little 
boys burst into the kitchen. They had evidently 
been racing home, and were still so full of play 
that they could not refrain from giving each other 
sundry pokes and punches. Fine, curly-headed 
little urchins they were, too; but much more 
fitted for their coarse blouses and clouted shoes 
than for angels' garments of white and gold. 

" Give over. Max," said Quentin, returning 
his brother's box on the ear, and then staring 
hard at Claude and his swathed foot. 

" What made you so late, boys ? " said their 
father. 

" There was another rehearsal, father; thank 
goodness, the last ! — and crowds of people to 
hear us. Among others, some English travellers, 
such comical bodies ! but so grand ! — and I heard 
one of the ladies whisper to one of the milords 
that we sang like^ little, angels, and how spiritual 
it was. Father Jan heard her as well as I, / know, 
I could see it in the comer of his eye ; and then 
he swelled out his chest and beat time more con- 
sequentially than ever ; but just then, little Peter- 
kin, who is always up to some mischief, ran a 
brass pin into me, up to the head, I do beUeve ! 
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so that made me cry out ; and then Father Jan, 
in a rage, gave me a rap on the head, for which 
I could have cried out still louder, only I dared 
not. So I only whimpered a little; and the 
English lady looked greatly put out, and muttered, 
' What a shame ! ' — It was a shame, too, wasn't 
it. father ? " 

" See ! there goes another procession along the 
road ; priests, pilgrims, banners and all ! " cried 
Max, running to the door. " How tired they 
look ! — all in a smother of dust ! Men and boys, 
women and girls, all muttering over their rosaries. 
I wonder where they'll all sleep to-night ! " 

" Where, indeed! " grumbled Hans; " they 
never consider that beforehand ; that's the worst 
of these pilgrimages." 

" All the inns are full, even the stables," said 
Quentin, " I heard people say so." 

" Oh, they must pack in where they can," said 
Mother Agnes, gazing after the procession. 

" Well, but there's no place left to pack in !" 
persisted Quentin. 

" The Lord will provide," said Mother Agnes. 

" Well, I hope he will," muttered Hans, re- 
turning to his work-bench, " but I shouldn't like 
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Lisa to be among that rabblement, for all 
that." 

" Lisa !— no." 

" Well, and why not Lisa, as well as any other 
honest girl, if the Lord will provide ? WTiere's 
your faith, mother?" 

His mother made no answer, but began stirring 
the thick milk over the fire. Claude, unable 
to leave his seat, had obtained a bird's-eye glimpse 
of the procession through the door. 

" Picturesque ! " sighed he. 

" And yet you look sad," said Lisa, who over- 
heard him. 

" \feel sad," he replied, averting his eyes. 

" Do you know," said she softly, as she stood 
near him at her sewing, " I Uked what you said 
about the Virgin just now." 

" Indeed ? " 

" Yes, even though it was rather at my expense. 
There seemed something beautiful in your reve- 
rence for her. For my part, I quite adore her ! " 

" Ah," said he, with another sad smile, " that 
is precisely what / do not ! " 

" Is it possible ? And yet — " 
— " Come, master ! " cried Hans from his work- 

c 



i8 Claude the Colporteur. 

bench, " you promised to read me a spell from 
one of those books of yours after supper." 

" And so I will, gladly," replied Claude, un- 
tjing his bag. " You know I told you they were 
all on grave subjects." 

" None tlie worse for that. Are they pub- 
lished by authority ?" 

" Oh, yes ; by the highest authority." 

" Nay then, you can't read aixiiss." 

" WTiat will you have?" said Claude, hesi- 
tating. " Here is the life, death, resurrection, 
and ascension of our Lord Jesus Christ, and 
what he said on earth, and what people said to 
him." 

" That cannot be otherwise than good," said 
Hans, wringing the nose of one of his little saints 
with a pair of pincers ; " but yet, — one knows all 
that so well. Have you ne'er a life of some 
saint?" 

" Oh yes, here's the life of as great a saint as 
ever lived." 

" That must be St. Peter, then," said Hans. 

" No, it is not St. Peter. I won't tell you his 
name, but I will read you something about him, 
and then you shall tell me who he is." 
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" Very well, perhaps I may be deeper versed 
in legends than you think, unlearned fellow 
though I am," said Hans, smiling, and dipping 
his brush into the white paint. 

" ' At this time,' " began Claude, reading 
aloud in a distinct, impressive voice, " ' there 
arose no small stir about that way. For a certain 
man named Demetrius, a silversmith, who made 
silver shrines for Diana, brought no small gain to 
the craftsmen ; whom he called together with the 
workmen of like occupation, and said. Sirs, ye 
know that by this craft we have our wealth. 
Moreover ye see and hear, that not alone at 
Ephesus, but almost throughout all Asia, this . . ." 

" Now I come to his name," said Claude, in- 
terrupting himself, " can you give it me ?" 

" No, you baffle me," returned Hans, who 
had paused from his work. " But go on ; the 
style and story please me. But, craft? Who 
was this Diana ? a saint ? — ^Why was it a craft to 
make and sell her shrines ? " 

" Ah, now you are stretching the word beyond 
what is here meant," said Claude. " Craft here 
stands for trade ; though it might well be said 
that it was craft, truly, in the worst sense, to 
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make shrines, and get silly, ignorant people to buy 
them, in honour of a false goddess or samt. 
Diana was the personification of chastity; of 
womanly holiness and purity." 

— " Hum V said Hans ; " well ; go on." 

— " ' this (man) hath persuaded and turned 
away much people, saying that they can be no 
gods which are made with hands : so that not only 
this our craft is in danger,' — (trade, you know. 
Master Hans, just as your craft is making saints), 
— ' but also that the temple of the great goddess 
Diana should be despised, and her magnificence 
destroyed, whom all Asia and the world wor- 
shippeth.' " 

" Just as we all worship the Virgin Mary," put 
in Hans. 

" ' When they heard these sayings,' " pursued 
Claude, " ' they were full of wrath, and cried out, 
saying. Great is Diana of the Ephesians! And 
the whole city was filled with confusion; and, 
having caught Gains and Aristarchus, men of 
Macedonia, (Paul's companions in travel). . . / " 

" Ah, now you've let the cat out of the 
bag ! " cried Hans ; " 'Tis St. Paul !— keep on : 
I like it." 
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— " ' they rushed with one accord into the 
theatre. And when Paul would have entered in 
unto the people, the disciples suffered him not. 
And certain of the chief of Asia, which were his 
friends, sent unto him, desiring that he would not 
adventure himself into the theatre. Some there- 
fore cried one thing, and some another : for the 
assembly was confused ; and the more part knew 
not wherefore they were come together. And 
they drew Alexander out of the multitude, the 
Jews putting him forward. And Alexander 
beckoned with the hand, and would have made 
his defence unto the people. But when they knew 
that he was a Jew, all with one voice about the 
space of two hours cried out. Great is Diana of 
the Ephesians ! And when the town-clerk had 
appeased the people, he said. Men of Ephesus, 
what man is there that knoweth not how that the 
city of the Ephesians is a worshipper of the great 
goddess Diana, and of the image which fell down 
from Jupiter ? ' " 

" Just like our Virgin," muttered Hans. 

'"Seeing then that these things cannot be spoken 
against, ye ought to be quiet, and to do nothing 
rashly. For ye have brought hither these men. 
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who are neither robbers of churches, nor yet blas- 
phemers of your goddess. Wherefore, if Demetrius 
and the craftsmen which are with him have a 
matter against any man, the law is open, and 
there are deputies : let them implead one another ! 
But if ye inquire anything concerning other 
matters, it shall be determined in a lawful as- 
sembly. For we are in danger to be called in 
question for this day's uproar, there being no 
cause whereby we may give an account of this 
concourse. And when he had thus spoken, he 
dismissed the assembly.' " 

— " How well he reads 1" exclaimed Mother 
Agnes with admiration, as Claude closed the 
book. 

" How spirited the narration is!" said Hans, 
resuming his brush, which had remained idle. 
" You may set aside that life of the saint for me. 
Master Claude ; I shall buy it." 

" But there are lives of other saints bound up 
along with it," said Claude. 

"All the better," said Hans, "if they are 
equally well written ; I like the sample so much, 
that I will take them on trust." 

" Thank you, my worthy friend. May God's 
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blessing, be on you as you read ; I think you will 
find you have not made a bad bargain. But yet, 
shall I give you another sample or two?" 

" By all means," said Hans. 

Claude spent a little time in turning over the 
pages. 

" I hardly know whether you will like to hear 
what I have opened upon now," said he, hesitat- 
ing ; " It is spoken by one having authority." 

" Let's have it, then, by all means," said Hans ; 
" Don't scruple, man, nor mince matters !" 

" The speaker says," pursued Claude, " ' They 
that make a graven image are all of them vanity; 
and their delectable things shall not profit ; they 
are their own witnesses ; they see not, nor know ; 
that they may be ashamed. Who hath formed 
a god, or molten a graven image that is profitable 
for anything? Behold, all his fellows shall be 
ashamed : and the workmen, they are but of men : 
let them all be gathered together, let them stand 
up ; yet they shall fear, and they shall be ashamed 
together. The smith with the tongs both worketh 
in the coals, and fashioneth it with hammers, and 
worketh it with the strength of his arms : yea, he 
is hungry, and his strength faileth : he drinketh 



I 



24 Claude the Colporteur* 

no water, and is faint. The caq)enter stretcheth 
out his rule; he marketli it out with a line; he 
fittcth it with planes, and he marketh it out with 
the compass, and maketh it after the figure of a 
man, according to the beauty of a man ; that it 
may remain in the house. He heweth him down 
cedars, and taketh the cypress and the oak, which 
he strengtheneth for himself among the trees of 
the forest : he planteth an ash, and the rain doth 
nourish it. Then shall it be for a man to burn : 
for he will take thereof, and warm himself ; yea, 
he kindleth it to bake bread, and yet maketh 
thereof a graven image, and worshippeth it ! . He 
burneth part thereof in the fire; with part thereof 
he roasteth flesh; he warmeth himself with it, and 
saith. Aha, I am warm, I have seen the fire ! — 
and with the residue thereof he maketh a god! 
falleth down to it ! worshippeth it ! prayeth unto 
it I sayeth. Deliver me, for thou art my God ! ' '* 
" That is strongly put," said Hans, as Claude 
paused. 

" Strongly put ? Is it not true ? " said Claude. 
" Has not your good mother just swept up your 
shavings, and thrown them on the fire ? " 

" Yes— only, I don't worship these dolls." 
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" If you don't, those will who buy them." 

" Well, that's true. If one could suppose, now, 
that what you have just been readmg was spoken 
by one who had a right to speak — " 

" // is /" cried Claude, his whole face lighting 
up with some fire from within ; " It's the word 
of God himself! It begins, ' Thus saith the 
Lord.' " 

" Aye? And the book is . . . ." 

" The Bible !" 

"I thought as much!" ejaculated Mother 
Agnes, with a long breath that was almost a sigh. 

" The Bible? I'm curious to see one," said 
Hans, with a singular expression stealing over his 
face ; " I've heard of it often." And he stretched 
out his hand. 

" Don't touch it, father 1" cried Lisa, stepping 
forward. 

" Not touch it, pussy ? And why not ? " 

" It's dangerous ! " 

" How do you know ? Have you read it ? " 

" Oh no ! But the priests say so. It teaches 
bad things. It teaches people to despise the 
blessed Virgin." 

" Nay," interposed Claude, " listen to this. — 
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* And the angel came in unto her, and said. Hail, 
thou that art highly favoured, the Lord is with 
thee : blessed art thou among women/ " 

" That's the Angelus," said Lisa. 

" WTiat you call the Angelus is nothing more 
or less than a text taken out of the Bible. Read 
it with your own eyes ! It was found here and 
nowhere else. I thought you said just now," 
added Claude, softening his voice, " that you 
were pleased with me because you saw that I 
reverenced the Virgin." 

" I did ! but you replied that you did not love 
her." 

" No ! You said you quite adored her. . . . 
I only said I could not do that — I can reverence 
and love her, but I only adore God ! " 

" Not the mother of God ? " 

" No created being. Christ himself said. 
Woman, what have I to do with thee? He 
addressed his mother as a very woman." 

" I won't hear you," said Lisa, flushing deeply. 
" It's rank heresy. What business have you to 
come here, saying things to unsettle our faith ? I 
love, I adore the Virgin ! She is my hope, my 
life, my all ! " — clasping her hands, and looking 
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upwards with intense devotion. " Take our religion 
from us, and you take everything ! It is fine, 
reasoning and discussing things now, when we 
are all in health, but who gave us that health ? who 
obtained it for us, with every other blessing? 
Who may withdraw it from us in a moment? 
And what have we left, on our death-beds, if we 
have forfeited our best friend ? " 

" All excellent, most excellent," said Claude, 
in a penetrating voice, "if spoken of the Son 
instead of the mother. ..." 

" The Son hears the intercession of the 
mother ! " 

" Say, rather, the Father hears the intercession 
of the Son." 

" You are cleverer than I ; I can't argue with 
you," cried Lisa, passionately, " but you shall not 
undermine my faith ; nor the faith of my dear 
little brothers. I'll go to bed the minute we 
have sung the Ave Maria. Play for us at once, 
father." 

And reaching down a violin, she gave it to 
Hans, and, with her face averted from Claude, 
and an arm round the neck of each of her little 
brothers, prepared to sing the evening hymn to 
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the Virgin. Hans played a few solemn notes ; 
the little boys lifted up their voices and sang like 
larks : Lisa's heart throbbed so wildlv that she 
could not command her voice ; she sang a few 
faltering notes, struggled with a sob, kissed her 
father, and was gone. 





CHAPTER III. 

CLAUDE RELATES HIS HISTORY. 

HANS drew the bow across the strings of his 
violin, so as to produce a dbsonant sort of 
wail, and then set it aside. " What an uproar 
you have made !" said he abruptly. 

" Dear, dear, dear !" said Mother Agnes, more 
in sorrow than in anger, " to think that you 
should make such a return as this, for my bringing 
you home and doing so much for you ! You have 
sent Lisa off to bed quite in a huff, poor dear ! " 

" I grieve," said Claude. " that my conduct 
should appear to you so ungrateful, as I know it 
must do. I was hungry," added he, with feeling, 
" and you gave me meat ; I was thirsty, and you 
gave me drink ; I was a stranger, and you took 
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me in; lame and in pain, and you ministered 
unto me." 

" Don't name it/' said Mother Agnes, busying 
herself in lighting a brazen lamp, which the 
waning daylight rendered necessary. " Christians 
should help one another ; and a Christian I take 
you to be, in spite of the hard things you have 
been saying." 

" Even our blessed Lord did that sometimes," 
said Claude. " His disciples objected it to him, 
' This is a hard saying, who can receive it ? ' And 
yet what he had been telling them about his flesh 
being meat indeed, the true bread from heaven, 
became easy enough to receive when he instituted 
the sacramental feast." 

" Ah, we are all poor ignorant creatures," said 
Hans. " There's many a nut I find too hard to 
crack, without counting those you have given me 
to-night. But let us see this book of yours," 
continued he, smiling and stretching out his hand. 
" Perhaps it may have all the more savour for me 
for being prohibited ; at any rate, I'm too old to 
be hurt by it. But I'm glad Lisa has gone oflF out 
of hearing, nevertheless; for though the shaping 
and hammering these wretched little images has 
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somewhat impaired my reverence for them, I love 
to see my children, and especially my daughter, 
religious." 

" Who would not?" said Claude. " Heaven 
forbid that I should be such a demon as to try to 
make her otherwise ! No ; I respect her zeal, 
mistaken though it is, and would only divert it to 
a higher object." 

" You talk in riddles," said Hans ; " for my 
part, I can't make out what you have been quar- 
relling about." 

" Do not call it by so harsh a name," said 
Claude. " I was very zealous for the Lord of 
Hosts, and would not have his glory ascribed to 
another." 

" And she was very zealous for the blessed 
Virgin, and called this book dangerous," said 
Hans. " Well, may it not be so ?" 

" If it be, it can only be so to them that are 
lost," said Claude, " for it is the word of God 
himself, addressed to all. He says, ' Ho, every 
one that thirsteth, come ye to the living waters ! ' 
And the Lord Jesus promised the apostles, who 
were commissioned to write accounts of all he 
had said and done while on earth, that the Holy 
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Ghost should bring all things to their remem- 
brance. He did not leave them dependent on 
their infirm, miassisted human memories. How, 
otherwise, should they have recorded, word for 
word, page after page of his discourses ? And 
yet, so clear is it to the reflecting reader, that 
never man spake as they h(we represented him 
speaking, that it is self-evident his words must 
be faithfully set down from heavenly inspiration. 
And is not such a record precious ?" 

" Truly it ought to be," said Hans; " but why, 
then, do our priests say it must be withheld from 
the unlearned ? " 

" Because they have departed in many things 
from the pure doctrine of God, and fear to have 
it found out. They know that the Church, as it 
now is, and the Bible cannot stand together. 
And they choose that the Church should stand." 

" For reasons good," said Hans, sardonically 
laughing. " It is too much to their own interest 
in many ways that it should be so. And yet there 
are some good men amongst them," added he, 
growing grave. " And yet, it was one of the best 
and most devoted of these picked few who shook 
my faith in them all ! He wanted my co-opera- 
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tion in what he termed a pious fraud; . . an 
ingenious but a most impious one, it would have 
been, if I had consented to it ! I would not. 
He was brought short up ; baffled, provoked, and, 
in some measure, abashed ! He said a little to 
me about it — no matter what ! I could see his 
reasoning was not good, and told him so. Some 
of his brethren would, in his case, have there- 
upon threatened me, but he did not; he went 
away, and I never saw him more. But you see, 
master Claude, I've had my own thoughts about 
these matters since. . . . Come, give me the 
book." 

Claude, to his great surprise, suddenly ad- 
vanced, laid his hand strongly on his shoulder, 
held the other appealingly up to heaven, looked 
upwards with all his soul in his eyes ; and, as if 
addressing some one with whom he was in im- 
mediate communion, said : — 

" Lord God 1 bless thine own word to this 
man's soul, I beseech thee, in the name of Jesus 
Christ!" 

A deep colour mounted to Hans's temples. 
He was struck with the abruptness and energy of 
the address, as well as with some accidental 
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likeness which the look and gesture oi Claude 
bore to that of a picture of St. John preaching in 
the Wilderness, which he had seen in the church 
of the Baptist. 

"You are very earnest!" said he, after a 
moment's pause ; " Are you paid for what you are 
doing?" 

" I have just enough to keep me, from a few 
benevolent persons." 

" Some per centage on the books you sell ?" 

" No." 

" No ? then why have you their distribution so 
much at heart ? " 

" Because I feel an imperative impulse to place 
in the hands of others the means by which I myself 
have been made perfectly happy. I am a Vaudois. 
In our favoured valleys, you perhaps know that 
the pure Gospel has been handed down from 
father to son from the earliest days of Christianity. 
We have bled for it, fought for it ; and though 
we no longer die for it, we live for it. My father 
was a soldier under General Godin during the 
revolutionary war, and could tell of the fatal night 
when the defenceless inhabitants of La Tour and 
St. Jean were to have been massacred by the 
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Roman Catholics. He was one of the Protestant 
soldiers who wrung from their General permis- 
sion to fly to the defence of their homes. A 
tremendous thunder storm which burst over the 
valleys befriended them by dismaying the con- 
spirators, who failed to assemble at the appointed 
time, and on learning the succours that the devoted 
villages had obtained, they abandoned their enter- 
prize. But that is a tale for a winter hearth." 

" I never heard of it, however," said Hans. 

" My father," continued Claude, " was continu- 
ally absent from us with his regiment, but my 
mother dwelt in her native valley, tending a few 
cows, goats, and sheep with my assistance. As I 
grew older I loved to accompany the hunters in 
pursuit of the chamois, an animal little larger 
than a goat, but much superior to it in power 
and agility. The strongest man cannot hold one 
of a month old. They bound from rock to rock to 
a prodigious distance, gaining the loftiest summits, 
and precipitating themselves from them without 
fear. Their skins are so valuable to the French 
glovers that the chamois hunters are well paid for 
their trouble ; and though many perish annually, 
the danger has a delicious excitement in it." 




36 Claude the Colporteur, 

" I am ready to take your word for it," said 
Hans, laughing. " Go on; I like to hear you." 

" Often/' continued Claude, " in pursuit of a 
chamois, I have stolen along on its foot-marks 
dodging it behind rocks, till overtaken by a thick 
mist which has enabled my game to escape me, 
I have passed the night under a rock, my wallet 
has supplied me with a little cheese and oaten 
bread, frozen so hard that I have been obliged to 
break them with a stone. In the morning, I have 
resumed the chase. But even the excitement of 
a life like this was not enough for me. My 
mother died, my sister went to live with some 
relations, and I resolved to be a soldier, and fight 
beside my father." 

" I should have known you had been drilled," 
cried Mother Agnes, "by the carriage of your 
head when you got rid of the bag ; — but your 
martial tread, my son, was spoilt by your 
limp." 

" Ah," said Claude, smiling, " I was not in the 
army long enough to learn much or to do much. 
The war was just over, my good father died, and 
I was disabled by an injury to my trigger finger, 
and allowed a trifling pension. An English 
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clergyman engaged me as his travelling servant. 
Before I had been with him long, I would have 
served him for nothing, so greatly did I become 
attached to him ! On his death -bed, I told him 
that when he was gone, I thought I should devote 
myself to the distribution of the Holy Scriptures. 
He approved of my resolution, and told me how 
to commence my task, and where to get a supply 
of Bibles; advising me to begin my labours 
among those from whom I should be Unlikely to 
meet with decided opposition. This I did at first, 
with great success, in various parts of France and 
Holland. I met everywhere with the greatest 
kindness, and held many interesting conversations 
with those who received me, often reading, pray- 
ing, and discoursing with them far into the night. 
They called me the Col-porteur, because I carried 
my bag slung round my neck. At length I was 
s^zed with an intense longing to revisit my native 
valley, and see how it fared with my only sister, 
whose name was Fran9oise, though we commonly 
called her Fanchette. She had been attached to 
a young man who was a Roman Catholic ; and, 
after my mother's death, had gone to reside with 
some Roman Catholic relatives, who, to my 
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sorrow, had perverted her to their faith. This 
had not diminished my affection for her; I under- 
took a protracted journey to see her; selling 
Bibles as I went; and at length, having sur- 
mounted the pass of the Col de la Croix, I came 
in sight of my smiUng valley, dotted with villages, 
churches, and rows of poplars. Oh, how beauti- 
ful it looked ! A man stood gazing down on it in 
profound thought. On my giving him a traveller's 
greeting, he turned his large, brown eyes slowly 
round upon me. — It was my friend Franz." 

" Go on," said Hans, " you make me work all 
the better." 

"I found," continued Claude, "that he had 
brought his cows up to a patch of rich pasture on 
the mountain side, and was spending the summer 
in a little chalet in a cleft of the rock. He gave 
me milk, rye-bread, and delicious honey, and 
made many inquiries as to where I had been, and 
how I had been living. I found he had married, 
and was the father of two children, whom he had 
left with his wife in the valley below. When I 
asked of him news of my sister, his face clouded, 
and for a few moments he was silent and irresolute 
what to say. ' Poor Fran9oise I' said he at last. 
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'it was generally supposed that Michael would 
marry her; however, it proved that his own 
intentions were quite diflferent, for he became 
the husband of the only child of a rich farmer. 
Fran9oise had too much self-command to shew 
herself disappointed, but yet Suzette and I noticed 
that her cheek grew paler. But, my good friend, 
nothing can pain her any more. One day, in 
crossing the goats' bridge, lier mule, alarmed at 
the troubled water beneath, which was carrying 
along trunks of trees as if they had been straws, 
threw her into the river, which swept her away 
before any assistance could be oflfered. A cross 
marks the spot where her body was found — my 
wife often hangs a garland on it.' 

"This unexpected calamity so overcame me, 
that I sat down and wept bitterly. My life 
seemed suddenly to have lost all its sunshine. 
Franz comforted me as well as he could, and 
would have detained me with him ; but it was 
the Sabbath morning, and I was anxious to press 
forward, and pour out my trouble to God in the 
little house of prayer where I had expected to 
sing songs of rejoicing. The grey-headed school- 
master was already reading the Bible lessons 
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when I entered the Protestant church, and, with 
a full heart, sat down among people who had 
known me from infancy. As soon as the good 
pastor ascended the desk, his eye fell with a kind 
of uncertain recognition on me; he proceeded 
calmly with the service, in the midst of which, a 
man whose face I well recollected approached with 
a young infant in his arms as a candidate for 
baptism ; wrapped in the pink and silver mantle 
I had so often admired when a child. Our 
barbe, as we call our minister, was accustomed to 
adapt his simple and impressive discourses to 
the times; and on the present occasion, he 
alluded to the vintage, which was just over. His 
text was, 'Thou shalt rejoice in all the good 
things which the Lord hath given thee, thou, and 
the Levite, and the stranger that is with thee,' 

" ' Though these latter, dear friends,' said he in 
conclusion, ' had no vineyards of their own, they 
rejoiced in the abundance of others; and so 
should you. Nay, though you should be not only 
a stranger, but have come to us from afar, with 
travel-soiled apparel, sunburnt brow, and blistered 
feet, and, instead of finding a smiling home to 
welcome you, should come to a desolate hearth and 
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a turf-covered grave, will not the good Father of 
all bind up your wounds, and wipe all tears from 
your eyes ? He will, he will, if you will but cast 
your burthen on him, and say, O God, I am very 
full of trouble — Comfort me ! ' 

"The good man's words tore open my soul, 
and yet healed it. Many a compassionate eye 
rested on me, and, when the service was ended, 
many a cordial hand grasped mine or was laid on 
my shoulder. The good barbe insisted on my 
dining with him, and I afterwards accompanied 
him to a village six miles oflf, where he was 
engaged to preach in the afternoon. On our 
way, he questioned me concerning my course of 
life, and was surprised and pleased to learn what 
it was. For several weeks I continued in attend- 
ance on him while he made his examination 
progress through the ten sections ; sometimes 
holding his coat for him while he preached in a 
stable that was overpoweringly hot from the 
number of people who flocked to hear him. I 
sold many Bibles; and he advised those who 
bought them to study them* continually. One 
morning after his thus exhorting them, he ex- 
claimed to me, ' Hark ! they are reading their 
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Bibles in tJ^e sun ! ' What he meant to express, 
was his pleasure that they were thus employed at 
a time of day when they might have been attend- 
ing to their secular affairs. 

" From the time I left my beloved valley, ac- 
companied by blessings and good wishes, my 
real battle of life began. I visited places that as 
y^t sat in darkness; was persecuted, but not 
forsaken ; cast down, but not destroyed. When 
they drove me from one city, I passed on to 
another. Even to my natural taste, change of 
scene, the excitement of difficulty and danger, 
intercourse with various characters, and discus- 
sions on the highest subjects that can engage the 
mind, have always been attractive to me ; and as 
for blows, contumely, and opposition, do I not 
bear them all for Christ? There is, indeed, a 
bitter-spirited priest, who, incensed at my success, 
pursues me from place to place either personally 
or by his emissaries, and much hinders my work ; 
but he is my only great stumbling-block." 

Claude ceased; and, for a few minutes there 
was a deep silence. Mother Agnes then said, — 

" You are weary, my son ; will you not go to 
bed?" 
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** I never retire to rest if I can help it," said 
Claude, "without praying with and for those 
who lodge me. Have either of you any ob- 
jection?" 

" I have none," said Hans, giving him his 
hand. 

" Oh, nor I," said Mother Agnes, laying aside 
the scraps of blue and crimson with which she 
was dressing the dolls. 

Claude first read a short passage from the 
New Testament ; then, kneeling down, in which 
example he was followed by his two companions, 
he oflfered up a short, plain, and hearty prayer. 

" I have been taking up your time terribly with 
my long story," said he. 

"Oh, that's no matter," said Hans, "I've 
been working, the chief of the time, and you have 
made the evening fly swiftly. I have yet more 
work to do, if I had the mind to do it; but 
somehow, your story and prayer have made me 
sick of these toys, and I think I'll e'en turn in." 

" I shall sit up till I have dressed the last," 
said Mother Agnes, smiling; " Claude is a good 
fellow, I am sure of it, I saw it in his face from 
the first; but neither his story nor his prayer 
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have made a bit of diflFerence in me. I'm as 
good a Catholic this minute as ever I was." 

Then she shewed Claude his Uttle chamber, 
with a crucifix hanging over the clean straw bed 
with its gay coverlet. 

" You'll be selling your books in the town to- 
morrow ? " said she. 

" Yes. And you your images ?" 

"Yes. There are good people, I hope, of all 
sorts. The world is wide enough for us both. 
Good night." 

Hans had already gone to bed ; so his mother 
finished her work in the kitchen alone. Just as 
she was biting oflf her last thread, she heard an 
uncertain sort of tap at the outer door. She 
opened it, and there, confronting her, stood a 
man of very unprepossessing countenance. 

" Is there a person here named Malan?" 
said he. 

"No, that's not our name," said Mother 
Agnes, shutting the door upon him. 

"But have you no guest or lodger of that 
name?" persisted he, putting his foot in. 

"We don't take lodgers, and I never heard 
the name before," said she. 
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" Well ; there's a fellow of that name, some- 
where about, that I can't find," said the other. 
" He's no very safe customer." 

" There are a good many unsafe customers 
about to-night," said Mother Agnes, " and we're 
very cautious who we let in. So, as I'm to be 
afoot early, you'll excuse my locking up at once." 
And she closed the door in his face. 

— " Though I've never heard the name of Malan 
before," thought she, " I can guess who is a 
likely person to own it ! " 






CHAPTER IV. 

THE saint's day HORNING. 

EARLY as Claude was astir, his kind hosts 
were yet earlier. Mother Agnes did not 
forget, in the interest of brushing her blue cloth 
jacket and arranging her clean striped handker- 
chief, the care of seeing to his splinter, which, in 
the clear morning light, she was well able to draw 
out. Having chewed certain herbs, after the 
approved fashion of old-lady herbalists, and laid 
them on the wound, she covered it neatly with a 
minute fraction of lawn, and pronounced him to 
be now in safe walking condition. 

" Is your name Malan?" said she. 

" It is," said Claude, with surprise ; " but how 
did you find it out ? " 
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" Oh/' said she, with a roguish look, " we good 
Catholics have ways and means of knowing things 
that you poor, benighted heretics would never 
guess." 

" I suppose my old foe has been leaving his 
card of inquiry," said Claude, amused, though 
provoked. " Is that it?" 

" The very thing," said Mother Agnes ; " he 
knocked at the door last night, just as you were 
in bed, and warned me against you as a dangerous 
sort of gentleman. He has an ill look — If I were 
you, I would not have much to say to him." 

*' Much to say? I don't want to have any- 
thing to say to him!" cried Claude. "I only 
wish he would have nothing to say to me." 

" Rely on it, he thinks he is doing God 
service," said she, " by hunting you down." 

" Ah, my good mother ! and suppose he does 
think so ! Can a persecuting creed be the true 
one?" 

" Well, get up now, and come to our coffee- 
breakfast," said she, " for it may very likely stand 
you as well as ourselves in stead of a dinner. We 
have a busy day before us." 

Claude, being ]|Al to himself, kneeled down. 
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and was about to pray, when he was startled by 
hearing Lisa in the adjoining chamber, ei^aged 
in the same act, though to a very different object. 
He was unable to help hearing the following :^- 

" I bless you perpetually, O glorious St- Anne ! 
and by the joy which you felt in tending the most 
pure babe Mary, your daughter, I implore you to 
entreat of the same our Lady her most efficacious 
protection, that I be not deceived by the cunning 
of the infernal enemy, nor betrayed into any 
criminal act, however small. 

" I propose to do all in my power to promote 
your glory, and do the utmost that I can, that 
you may be reverenced and loved. Deign to 
receive me into the number of your servants ; 
make me amend my life, and imitate those 
virtues by which you were so pleasing to the 
Divine eyes. 

" Come, most compassionate mother ! together 
with your most delightful daughter! to my aid 
and defence when I shall be presented at the 
Divine tribunal, to be judged for all the years and 
days of my life. Deliver me from that horrible 
sentence, and from the eternal pains of hell, that 
I have so many times deservj4| Amen." 
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"So!" thought Claude within himself, "she 
is placing herself yet one step farther off from the 
mercy-seat, — invoking the intercessor with the 
intercessor with yet another intercessor ! applying 
to the mother of the mother of the Son of the 
Father, when she might go straight to the merciful 
Father himself, of whom Jesus said, ' In that day 
ye shall ask me nothing. Whatsoever ye shall 
ask the Father in my name, he will give it you/ " 
And he prayed all the more fervently, though 
not audibly, for the kind people who were shelter- 
ing him. 

On entering the kitchen, he found every one 
busy. Lisa, who had bestowed an extra hour's 
care on her beautiful hair, had already woven her 
ivy wreath, and was placing that and her white 
lily with her brothers' garlands, in a light rushen 
basket. The little boys were scalding their mouths 
by drinking their coffee too hot, in their hurry to 
set forth; and Mother Agnes, in her care to 
provide for every one's breakfast, was not losing 
sight of her own. Hans, the quietest of the 
party, was packing her somewhat cumbersome 
. freight of images. 

" Ram it in any way," said his mother rather 
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impatiently, as he tried to force down an obstinate 
little wooden leg, that would protrude itself. 

" That would be very irreverent treatment of 
the toe of a saint," said Hans. " Surely, mother, 
even the Pope's toe would deserve more consider- 
ation than that ! " 

Mother Agnes had been too long used to hear 
such speeches as this from Hans to be much 
scandalized at it : she only gave him a little shove, 
and said, " You are more loth to damage your 
own handiwork, you scoffer, than to afiront a saint. 
But come ! it is time you should lock us out, 
since you will persist in keeping the house to-day. 
Nobody would run away with it, I fancy, if you 
would be sociable and come with us." 

" Ah, do, father ! " cried the two youngsters, 
clinging to his skirts. 

" We should enjoy ourselves twice as much," 
pleaded Lisa. 

" You would have the pleasure of seeing Lisa 
as one of the holy maidens, with her white lily," 
pursued Mother Agnes. 

" Off with you all ! " cried Hans, good- 
humouredly pushing them from him. " What 
fun would it be to me, do you tj^iink, to be jostled 
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among a crowd of gaping, perspiring people, 
to stare at a rout of red-faced priests, in red, 
white, and purple, followed by herds of devotees, 
mumbling over their rosaries ?" 

" Ah, well, if you are going to talk like that, 
father, the sooner we are off the better," said 
Lisa. " You might as well have had a holiday 
with the rest of us." 

" I am going to have a holiday," returned 
Hans. " I am going to read my new book when 
I have packed you all off." 

Lisa jerked her chin, shook her head reproach- 
fully at him, and went forth. 

" And remember, my good friend," said Claude, 
pressing his hand, " that Jesus has power to come 
in to his disciples when the doors are shut. May 
he come to you when we are all gone, and enable 
you to understand what you read. Then you will 
have no reason to regret having sheltered the poor 
colporteur." 

" Shall we not see you again?" said Hans, re- 
turning his friendly grasp. 

"Not unless God's providence overrules my 
own purposes." 

" Well, — His blessing be with you ! " 
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" And with you and yours ! I shall not forget 
your kindness. Farewell ! " 

The little boys had run on to their sister^ who 
was already considerably in advance. Mother 
Agnes shouldered her burthen and trudged after 
them, followed by Claude. Hans looked after 
tliem for a few moments, and then locked himself 
in. He cleared away the breakfast, made all tidy, 
and then taking up his book, with the air of a man 
about to enjoy himself at leisure, was going to 
open it, when, suddenly pausing, he knelt down, 
clasped his hands, and uttered mentally a few 
words of hearty prayer. It was one of those im- 
pulses which, in aftertimes, we look back upon 
and distinctly recognise as proceeding from the 
Holy Spirit. Then he took up his book. 

Claude and Mother Agnes chatted as they went, 
more frankly than as if their acquaintance had 
been so recent, yet more carelessly than as though 
they were so soon to part. Though they stepped 
out briskly, the light-footed Lisa managed to keep 
ahead ; but presently Max, her youngest brother, 
looked round, and ran back to Claude, familiarly 
taking his hand and saying, — 

" My father told us, you strange man, that you 
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had been a chamois hunter. Will you tell me 
some stories about hunting ? " 

" Willingly," said Claude, who soon nailed his 
new little ally by the ears. Quentin next fell off 
to him, and they trudged on, one on each side of 
the colporteur, greedily swallowing his tales of 
Alpine perils and hairbreadth escapes, only filling 
up the pauses by eager questions and entreaties 
for more. They gradually gained on Lisa, and at 
length were close behind her ; and though she 
still kept aloof, there could be no doubt that she 
heard every word that was said. 

" Why, there's the town ! " cried Quentin, at 
last ; "I never knew the road to it seem so 
short I That's owing to you, master," giving 
Claude's sleeve a commendatory pluck. 

" I suppose," said Lisa, abruptly, " you are not 
going to set up your wares right over-against my 
grandmother?" 

" Oh, no ! her post will be close to the church 
— mine among the lanes and by-ways." 

" 'Lurking in the thievish corners of the 
streets,' " said Lisa ironically. 

" That's not over-polite, sister," observed 
Quentin; and in his sweet chorister's voice he 
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began to chant, — " ' Sedet in insidiis cum divitibus 
in occtdtis, ui inierficiat innocentem.' " 

" Well, I meant no harm," said Lisa, rather 
ashamed. " I only hoped he would not spoil 
granny's market." 

" That would be ungrateful, after her kindness 
to me," said Claude. " The town is wide enough 
for us both." 

" Here, then, we had better part," said Lisa, 
stopping short where two roads met. " That way 
will suit you as well as any other." 

" Quite," said Claude. " Farewell, my good 
friends. May God's grace descend on you and 
abide with you ! " 

" The same with you," said Mother Agnes; and 
they parted. 

The town was all life and commotion. Bells 
were clanging from church steeples, flags flying, 
and draperies floating from windows and balconies; 
streets were converted into leafy alleys, with sweet 
faces glancing and sweet voices echoing through 
them ; shop -shutters were universally put up, and 
substantial tradespeople were pouring forth in 
holiday attire to mix with the fresh-looking pea- 
santry flocking in from the country. Mingled 
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vrith these were crowds of less fresh -lookiDg pil- 
grims, who had arrived overnight, and had passed 
the intervening hours, none but themselves could 
tell where or how. Now and then, a gay equi- 
page constrained the dense masses to compress 
themselves yet closer : then a lumbering waggon 
would appear, pranked in ribbons and garlands, 
and containing a patriarchal establishment. Here 
and there foreigners might be seen, attracted by 
curiosity; while everywhere, mingling with the 
rest, were clean-shaven priests and dirty monks 
and friars of all orders, jumbled together in a 
strange medley. 

" That's the young lady who said we sang like 
angels," whispered Max to his sister, plucking her 
gown. Lisa looked round, and saw a party of 
English travellers issuing on foot from an inn. It 
consisted of a gentleman of about five and forty, 
whose countenance betokened sense and kindness, 
with a blooming girl on each arm, and followed by 
an unmistakeable English footman in plain, rich 
livery. 

" They are milords, those are," said Quentin 
with some eagerness, as the party mingled with 
the crowd. 
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" Nonsense, child/' said Lisa, " ladies are never 
called milords." 

" What then ? " said Quentin. 

" Mamzelles," said Lisa at a venture ; and at 
the same moment they reached the door of the 
acquaintance where she and the children were to 
change their dresses, and where Mother Agnes 
obtained the loan of a stool, and a light table for 
her counter. Quentin carried them for her to 
the spot she selected, which was close to the 
church-wall, in an angle formed by a buttress; 
and here, with her eyes shaded as yet from the 
sun by the church itself, and her wares carefully 
arranged before her. Mother Agnes sat down, 
extremely cheerful and comfortable, to gaze on 
the shifting scene till her busy time came on. 

The little boys having speedily equipped them- 
selves in their albs and garlands, set off to join 
their brother choristers, without troubling the 
little cracked looking-glass with a single inspec- 
tion of themselves. Indeed, Lisa could not spare 
it, but monopolised it for a considerable time, 
being very difficult to please with her appearance 
this morning. 

At length the last fold was settled, the last look 
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taken ; and with her tall white lily in her hand, 
she sallied forth from the quaintly carved old 
porch with a mixture of bashfulness and self- 
complacence that was very greatly admired by an 
Irish artist who happened to be just then passing, 
sketch-book in hand, on the look-out for the pic- 
turesque. In fact, with her white robes, white 
lily, and girlish, blushing face, thrown into strong 
relief by the dark background of the doorway, she 
^ just then look, to a casual observer, 

" A lovely apparition, sent 
To be a moment's ornament." 

And yet those who were familiar with Lisa might 
have plainly seen that she did not in reality appear 
to nearly so much advantage in her white muslin 
gown as in her accustomed cotton jacket and red 
petticoat. Firstly, because nothing is so trying 
to a person who is unaccustomed to good society 
as a white gown ; which generally occasions their 
feeling and looking awkward and over-dressed in 
it; secondly, because it did not fit particularly 
well, but was rather baggy about the bust, and 
longer in the skirt than she was used to ; the un- 
fortunate consequence of which was, that before 
the day was out she put her foot through it. 
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Now she makes her way through the crowd to 
join the chorus of virgins. Now she drops her 
modest eyes before the keen, fierce glance of a 
commanding looking priest who is elbowing his 
way in the same direction. He is a man of about 
forty; the upper part of his face is decidedly 
handsome, the brow intellectual, the eye piercing, 
the nose finely chiselled — the full, red lip — ah, 
now we come to the worse part of his face. There 
is something defiant, repelling, unpleasing in his 
countenance ; and yet he is a fine figure of a man, 
fit for a Knight Templar or a Knight of St. John. 

His eye, after momentarily surveying Lisa, is 
caught by that of an exceedingly ill-favoured, 
seedy- looking friar. Immediately he makes his 
way up to him, and with a sort of telegraphic 
salutation, accosts him in an under-tone. 

" Have you followed him ?" says the priest. 

" No," says the friar, " I have lost the scent. 
I had him in my eye up to the village where we 
dined." 

" Badly managed," said the other. " While 
you were dining, he made oflF. For once in your 
fat life you might have dined at supper, after 
tracking him to his lair." 
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"Once in my life?" repeated the friar, in tlie 
tone of an injured man; " Do Wednesdays and 
Fridays, then, count for nothing ? " 

" Why, you dine on Wednesdays and Fridays 
too, you sinner," rejoined the priest in a still 
lower tone, " only on fish instead of flesh, and 
with plenty of beer to wash it down. Tliat beer 
is the disgrace and curse of you stultified Ger- 
mans!" 

" That is very fine for a man to say who can 
drink wine when he likes," retorted the friar. " I 
have a weak stomach, and cold water does not 
agree with it. As Erasmus the half-heretic said, 
my digestion is Lutheran, but my appetite is 
Catholic." 

" Liken yourself to such a Janus if you will," 
said the priest contemptuously, "so that you 
recover the scent. I am sure he is in the 
town." 
. And he proceeded on his way. 





CHAPTER V. 



CLAUDE IN THE CITY. 



WHEN Claude parted from his companions, 
he found himself in a suburb comprising a 
few good houses, but chiefly made up of inferior 
dwellings, nearly all of which were either already 
locked up, or casting forth a strange medley of 
pilgrims and strangers who had lodged in them 
the preceding night. Among these he was very 
unlikely to find customers, nor did he notice a 
single person engaged in the ordinary business of 
life, except a baker's boy, who seeqied very 
anxious to get rid of his steaming loaves as soon 
as possible. Claude pursued his way, and soon 
found himself within the gates, in one of the 
inferior streets, which, like the suburb he had left, 
appeared almost forsaken by its usual occupants. 
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From the door of a house of rather a superior 
class to the rest, however, was issumg a gaily- 
dressed party, consisting of three ladies, neither 
young nor old, an elderly martinet sort of gentle- 
man, and a tall boy. These all chattered as they 
hurried by, evidently on the all-absorbing subject 
of the festival, to which they were hastening. 
Claude's attention, however, was withdrawn from 
them to a girl, apparently a maid of all work, who 
had accompanied them to the door, and who, 
after seeing them off and casting an eager look 
up and down the street, turned into the house, 
leaving the door wide open behind her; then, 
throwing her apron over her face, she began to 
cry, in great loud sobs, just like a child. She 
was of the regular Flemish build, coarse -featured, 
red-elbowed, thick-waisted, large-fisted, heavy- 
footed; corporeal and unattractive as a homely 
German drudge could well be ; nevertheless, the 
kind-hearted colporteur felt some pity for her. 

He paused at the open door, and tapped on it 
with his knuckle. She pulled her apron from 
her face. 

' Who are you ? and what is it you want ? " 
said she, smearing away her tears. 
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" I would ask, do you want anything in my 
way," said Claude, " only that you seem in 
trouble." 

" Trouble, indeed !" repeated she passionately, 
" who has a right to be in trouble, I wonder, if 
I have not, when every soul in the house but 
me is gone to see the procession ?— except Mrs. 
Amelia, who fancies herself ill, and so I must be 
left behind to look after her, forsooth, which is 
more than her own sisters will do. I don't 
believe she has a bit the matter with her except 
low spirits and peevishness, though she will have 
it she has a mortal complaint, and that no one 
will have pity on her. I'm sure gentlefolks have 
an easy time of it when they're ill, eating what 
they like, and as much of it and as often as they 
like, and ordering their servants about as if they 
were not flesh and blood like themselves ! If 
you but knew the buckets of water I have to 
carry up that great staircase, day after day, to 
say nothing of anything else. — I shall burst some- 
thing, some of these days, / know." 

Your stay-lace, perhaps, thought Claude ; but 
he said, " Did you ever hear of Cinderella, my 
good girl ? " 
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" To be sure I have/' cried she, looking 
a little brighter, " and how they all left her at 
home, and went away to enjoy themselves ; and 
she sat down and cried, till a little old fairy came, 
and gave her a fine coach and six, and turned her 
into a grand lady. But you are not an old fairy, 
I think. Have you got a pumpkin in that 
leathern bag ? " 

" No; I carry wares a great deal more valuable," 
said Claude, " things that may prove better worth 
your having than a coach and six, with running 
footmen." 

"Are you a pedlar?" cried she. " Come in, 
come in ! It will kill time to look at your pretty 
things, even though I've no money to buy any of 
them. But stay ! Mrs. Amelia has money. Til 
run up to her, and persuade her to see your 
things. Then, maybe, she'll buy something for 
herself and for me too ! " 

And with more vigour than grace she sprang 
up the great oak staircase, clearing two steps at 
a time, without any apparent fear lest anything 
should burst. 

Claude swung his bag round from his back to 
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his breast. He felt a presentiment that he should 
meet with a customer. 

Presently the girl called out from the landing, 
" Come up, come up, pedlar ! Mrs. Amelia will 
see you. And just shut the house-door before 
you leave it." 

Claude obeyed instructions, and having mounted 
the staircase to the first floor, was ushered into 
a lofty though moderate-sized apartment looking 
into the street. There was a good deal of old- 
fashioned wainscotting and carving about it, but 
the furniture was modem. The curtains were of 
pale green, with under-curtains of flowered muslin ; 
the carpet was green, and the warm summer sun- 
beams were softened by Venetian blinds. This 
glow-worm light gave a hue of additional ashiness 
to the waxen countenance and hands of a lady 
no longer young, who reclined on a couch facing 
the window. She was wan and wasted, with an 
air of inexpressible lassitude and depression in 
her face and mien. She was draped in soft 
white muslin, and a delicately fine cambric hand- 
kerchief lay in one of her faded hands, while 
the other listlessly held a newspaper. A faint 
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perfume of ether pervaded the atmosphere, though 
there were fresh roses and lilies on the mantel 
piece. 

" Bid the man come forward, Barbara/' said 
the lady in a weak voice, " or he will not hear 
one word that I say. Well, my good man, what 
have you to sell?" 

" Books, madam," replied Claude. 

" Books I" repeated Barbara, with falling coun- 
tenance. 

" Books 1" repeated Mrs. Amelia with more 
animation. " Well, turn them out, and let us 
see what you have. Any good new novels ? " 

" Oh no, madam ; they are all religious." 

" I have plenty of that class already," said she 
coldly. " No, do not unpack them ; I wil have 
trouble you. Or stay; perhaps you may not 
something suitable for Barbara. She deserves a 
little present, poor girl, for she runs about a good 
deal for me in the course of the day. Have you 
anything calculated for the lower orders ?" 

" Oh yes, madam, and for the higher orders 
too." And he opened a small Bible and held it 
towards her. 

" Oh," said she, peevishly averting her head, 
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^' I can't read one word of such small print as 
that ; the letters dance before my eyes." 

" Here is a better type," said Claude, opening 
another edition, with promptitude but intention, at 
a given place. " Be good enough to compare the 
two together,"— and he held the books towards 
her, indicating the same passage in both with his 
finger, and regarding her earnestly. She read a 
few words ; a faint colour tinted her face ; and, 
turning her head aside, she began to shed tears. 

" ' Come unto me, all ye that labour and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest. Take my 
yoke upon you, and learn of me ; for I am meek 
and lowly in heart : and ye shall find rest unto 
your souls. For my yoke is easy, and my burthen 
is light!'" 

" I have seen that dear book long before," said 
she, " long, long ago, when I was less in need 
of it— I know what it is. Here, give it me." 
And opening her purse, she took out money and 
gave it him. 

" Here is too much," said Claude. 

" Give the smaller copy to Barbara." 

" But that is cheaper. I must still give you 
change, madam." 
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" Give one of your precious books to the next 
person you fall in with, who needs one and cannot 
afford to buy one. Whence come you, good 
man?" 

And they fell into conversation, which not only 
beguiled the time to the poor lady, but led to 
what seemed Uke the pouring in of oil and wine 
to her poor lacerated heart. Barbara, mean- 
while, with stoUd countenance, and eyes fixed on 
the opposite house, shifted from one foot to the 
other; and, poising her present in her hands, 
seemed estimating it by its avoirdupois weight. 
After administering much of that counsel and 
comfort which a strong Christian can impart to a 
weak one, Claude departed, leaving a gleam of 
sunshine behind him such as seldom visited that 
shady room. 

The next house he tried, and the next, and the 
next, were empty. Then he came to an old 
woman who could not read, scraping a carrot, 
and watching a ricketty child in a go-cart. Then 
to an artizan, who hailed him with glee when he 
heard he had books, till he found they comprised 
neither novels nor ballads. Then to another 
mechanic, who took a small-type copy with a 
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grim smile, because he knew the Bible was pro- 
hibited. Having left this man, Claude found 
himself at the comer of a street, at the end of 
which he caught a bird's-eye view of the proces- 
sion, — ^priests, monks, banners, crosses, boys in 
albs, girls crowned with flowers, pilgrims, reUcs, 
the far-famed image of the Virgin I Yes, all this 
theatrical effect and bewUdering pageantry were 
in honour of that clumsily carven little block of 
worm-eaten wood I 

" What do you think of that, John?" said the 
English traveller already spoken of, addressing his 
man-servant over his shoulder. 

" I think, my Lord," said John, touching his 
hat, " that if that there image had fell down from 
heaven it would most likely have been a pretty 
deal better made." 

"And / think, papa," said one of the girls, 
" that it is like a bad copy of the black Virgin of 
Liesse." 

"All the more likely to be authentic, then, 
they would tell you," said her father smiling ; " if 
the likenesses agree they would assume that they 
were taken from a common original." 

" Ah, then what would become of all the other 
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Virgins we have seen," said the young lady, 
"which have the reputation of being equally 
authentic, but have no likeness in common?" 

Claude, meanwhile, had caught a glimpse of 
Lisa and her lily, and thought she looked lovely. 
He turned away with a sigh, repeating to himself, 
" ' Eyes have they, and see not ; ears have they, 
and hear not. . . . They that make them are 
like unto them, and such are all they that put 
their trust in them.' " 

The next door he knocked at was opened by a 
poor woman with a face full of anxiety. She 
said, " I was in hopes you were some one I 
knew, that I might send you for the doctor. My 
poor child is so ill ! — and I dare not leave him." 

" I will fetch the doctor," said Claude. " if 
you will direct me where to find him. "Who 
is he?" 

" Dr. Bauer, at the comer of the street of the 
Three Kings," said the woman ; " tell him Mar- 
garet Miiller wants him; I'll take care of your 
bag till you return. Or stay; perhaps you do 
not want to return this way?" 

" Never mind," said Claude, " I shall run the 
lighter without it;" and having obtained a defi- 
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nite direction to the unknown street, he laid his 
bag on the table, with a sample copy on the top 
of it, and hastened on his errand. 

Almost every one was now in church. Dr. 
Bauer's house was at some distance from Mar- 
garet Miiller's, and when Claude at length 
reached it, he saw the doctor just descending 
his steps, with a flower in his button-hole, and 
drawing on a pair of new gloves with the air of a 
man who, having got through his morning round, 
has a right to enjoy the fag-end of a festival if 
he can. His expression changed a httle when 
Claude accosted him; but being a truly good- 
natured man, he immediately gave up his plea- 
sure-scheme, and turned about to visit the sick 
child. 

" Quite a city of the dead, hereabouts," said 
he to Claude, as they traversed the deserted 
streets. "No longer even the hum of many 
voices in the distance. Have you had a peep at 
the show?" 

" Barely," said Claude. 

" For me, I rarely get a treat of any kind," 
said the doctor. " Some case is sure to occur. 
Now and then, of an afternoon, I walk into th6 
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theatre and see a comedy; and I should have 
liked to hear the music to-day« as the service is 
particularly fine ; hut I don't care for the tom- 
foolery. Flags, incense, old men and young 
maidens ! Bah ! — Besides, the good saint inter- 
feres with my practice. — Half the complaints I 
am called in for are nervous ; and these are 
precisely of the class that yields most readily 
to miraculous intervention." 

" Ah ! those were not the complaints our Lord 
used to cure," said Claude. 

"Hey? who? Oh, Jesus Christ!— No! his 
were of rather a different sort! There's no 
knowing even of cures hke those, however, how 
many might be referable to natural causes. New 
discoveries are made every day." 

"You are a materialist perhaps, sir," said 
Claude. 

" And what if I am ?" said the doctor quietly. 

" I know, sir, that many of your benevolent 
profession are so. Strange it seems to me, that 
your close and intelligent examination of the 
mysteries of Divine wisdom should induce you to 
stop at second causes instead of proceeding to the 
first!" 
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The doctor smiled without replying. 

" You are a reading man, I presume," said he, 
after they had walked some minutes in silence. 

" Chiefly the reader of one book," said Claude. 

" The man to be feared is the man of one 
book," said Dr. Bauer. 

" So my master used to say, though he had 
read many," observed Claude. 

" Who was your master ? " inquired the 
doctor. 

"An English clergyman, sir, the Reverend 
George Herbert. I was his travelling servant." 

" Soho ! You have seen the world ! 

*' Oh no, sir ! Only a few countries.' 

*' And are you in service now ? " 

" Yes, indeed, sir. To the best of masters." 

"And who is he?" 

"God!" 

The doctor fairly started. He eyed Claude 
sharply, raised his eyebrows a little, and smiled. 

"You are a character, I perceive," said he. 
" Une tSte exaltie, I understand you exactly. 
You profess singularity, and like to say startling 
things." 

"Would to God, sir, I were not singular! I 
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wish, as St. Paul said, that qthers were both 
ahnost and altogether such as I am, except. . ." 

"Except what?" 

" Except the bonds of natural infirmity." 

" I don't remember St. Paul saying that." 

"No, sir, he simply said, 'Except these 
bonds.' " 

" I mean, I don't recollect ever to have heard 
the speech you allude to." 

" Indeed, sir ? And yet, — pardon me for re- 
peating to you your own question to me, — are 
you not a reading man ?" 

" I believe so," said the doctor dryly ; " I have 
sucked the marrow out of the libraries of more 
than one university." 

" And yet, having penetrated into all mysteries 
and all knowledge, have you never perused the 
Acts of the Apostles ? To a gentleman of your 
intelligence, sir, I should have thought the his- 
tory, character, and genius of St. Paul would 
have been peculiarly interesting." 

" So then," cried Dr. Bauer, " your one book 
turns out to be the Acts of the Apostles ! " 

"No, sir, the Bible. But here we are at 
Margaret Miiller's." 
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The door stood ajar. The mother was sitting 
beside her sick child's cradle, but with a totally 
altered countenance. Every furrow had disap- 
peared, and given place to a mild, serious compo- 
sure. The child was quietly asleep ; the mother 
attentively reading Claude's specimen volume. 
Her eye was on the verse, "As one whom his 
mother comforteth, so will I comfort thee." 

Her face lighted up with a smile of thankful- 
ness when she saw the doctor, and she bestowed 
a look of gratitude on Claude. 

" Bless you, bless you, good friend," said she 
to him, returning to him his bag of books, " I 
thank you heartily for your kindness; and," 
lowering her voice, " for the comfort my dip into 
your book has given me." 

" Keep it," said Claude, putting it back ; " I 
had the means afforded me of giving it to the 
first person I should meet, who needed it without 
being able to pay for it. You appear to be that 
person. God's grace be on you ! Farewell." 

She gave him a hasty but most eloquent look 
of thanks, and followed Dr. Bauer to the child's 
cradle. 

When Claude re-entered the street, a black dog 
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ran out of a house a few doors off, looked right 
and left, and, running up to him, looked wist- 
fully in his face, whined, returned to the house, 
and looked out again to see if he were following. 

" That is a call for help, as plain as a dumb 
beast can make it," thought Claude ; and he fol- 
lowed the dog into the house, and up the dirty 
stairs of what seemed a lodging-house. On 
reaching the attic he found a man, apparently in 
a swoon, on a miserable pallet, surrounded by 
canvasses, casts, painting-implements, and all the 
Utter of an artist's studio. 

" This is a case for Dr. Bauer," thought Claude ; 
"how lucky he should be at hand!" And he 
immediately returned to seek him at Margaret 
Miiller's." 
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THE saint's day AFTERNOON. 

" rr^HE case is one of pure exhaustion," stud 

-L Dr. Bauer, bending over the artist. "Fetch 
some brandy." 

" From whom?" said Claude. 

" From Margaret Miiller," 

Claude obeyed without a word, and the phy- 
sician poured a little through the exhausted 
man's lips. Presently he opened his eyes, with 
an uncertain, wistful look. 

" Here still ? " sighed he ; "I was in hopes all 
had been over." 

" That was a very ungrateful hope of yours," 
rejoined Dr. Bauer, cheerfully, '* when we have 
had so much trouble in keeping body and soul 
together for you." 
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" Wlio are you ?" said the artist, feebly. 

" I am Dr. Bauer, the physician — ^your phy- 
sician — everybody's physician ; and I don't mean 
to lose sight of you till I have set you on your 
legs again. My companion must answer for him- 
self; I only know that he seems an* eccentric, 
benevolent fellow, and perhaps you think that is 
all you know of me" 

" And all I need to know, just now," said the 
artist, feebly pressing his hand. " God bless you 
for your kindness ! " 

" Tell me, my friend, how came you in this 
state to be left all alone?" 

" My friends are far off — my money is gone. 
The people of the house are kind, but I have 
concealed my want from them. They knew 
I was ill, but not how ill." 

" And they have all run after the show, of 
course. I shall rail against these pageants as 
long as I live — they make people fools ; selfish 
fools. Well, my good friend, I shall send you 
something as soon as I get home ; but it will be 
out of the kitchen. In the evening I shall look 
in on you again, and make out a little more of 
your case. You are an artist, I see— perhaps. 
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when you get about again, you may accept 
a commission for a little picture ; though I am 
a very humble Mecsenas. Meantime, farewell ; 
this companion of mine will, I hope, stay with 
you till the people of the house return." 

" They are coming in now," said Claude, look- 
over the stair-head ; and the mistress of the house, 
seeing a strange man beckoning to her, came up, 
looking rather surprised. 

Dr. Bauer, who knew her by sight, gave her to 
understand that her lodger wanted looking after ; 
and after giving a few simple directions, to which 
she promised to attend, he left the house, followed 
by Claude. 

" Shall we cross each other's paths any more, 
I wonder?" said the doctor, smiling. 

" Indeed, sir, I know not. It was fortunate 
for the poor artist that I knew you were at 
hand." 

" Do you know anything of him?" 

" Oh no, sir, I am quite a stranger here. I am 
only a colporteur." 

"A what?" 

"A hawker of the books I carry round my 
neck." 
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" Oh I religious books, doubtless." 

" Bibles, sir." 

" Ha ! — I remember, now, what you said of 
your one book, You have tried your own pre- 
scription, then; which most quacksalvers do 
not." 

" I am a soul-salver, sir ; as far as it pleases 
God to bless so humble an instrument." 

'' Still, a quack, nevertheless ; one without 
ordination, or diploma. Your wares are contra- 
band, — ^you must take care you don't get into 
trouble." 

" It will not be the first time, sir. I neither 
court danger nor shun it." 

" Hum ! — ^you are a curious fellow. The ser- 
vice is over, I see; the people are pouring out of 
church. Next, they will be eating and drinking 
at the coffee-houses and beer-shops, and then 
they will be off to the miracle-play. With their 
heads so full of church mummeries, you will find 
yourself, my good fellow, — ^what we shall both be 
doing in another sense the next minute, — ^fighting 
against the stream." 

" Give me your good wishes, sir, that I may 
not be borne down it." 
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" Well, — I will — I do! There is something 
about you that pleases me. Farewell. You have 
not asked me to buy one of your books." 

" Would to heaven, sir, you would — and 
read it!" 

" Well, I will do both. Give me a copy. Be 
quick!" 

The purchase was rapidly made; the Bible 
dropped into the doctor's capacious pocket, the 
price of it transferred to the little leathern 
purse Claude carried in his bosom; and the 
farewell was once more spoken, with kindliness 
on one side, and respectful earnestness on the 
other. 

The next moment, Claude found himself in- 
volved in the living torrent. He stood aside for 
a minute or two, to give it free course. Before 
him were some foreigners in a similar position ; 
and, closely jammed between them and him, 
a pickpocket, whom Claude caught in the fact of 
abstracting a gentleman's pocket handkerchief. 

" Replace it !" said he, in a low voice, laying 
his hand strongly on his shoulder. The thief 
started from head to foot. 

" Restore it," pursued Claude, still under his 
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breathy " or I give you into the hands of justice. 
What portion has the thief in the kingdom of 
heaven?" 

The man replaced the handkerchief, suddenly 
released his shoulder from Claude's hand, and, 
the next moment, was gone. The crowd thinning 
a little, Claude moved on. Presently he felt 
some one plucking at his bag, but the strap and 
buckle were too strong to give way. Afterwards, 
he thought he felt a twitch at his pocket, but he 
knew the utmost he could lose was a cotton 
handkerchief. 

He had now won his way to the low wall and 
iron railing adjoining the church; and finding 
a convenient ledge on which to rest himself and 
his books, he quietly awaited the dispersion of the 
crowd. He observed several persons carrying 
the little figures sold by Mother Agnes, and sur- 
mised that her wares were more in request just 
now than his were likely to be. 

One of these dolls had been bought as a curi- 
osity by John Perry, the English footman, who 
was now sight-seeing on his own account. He 
was surveying it from top to toe with an amused 
air, when Claude, recognising him for a John 

G 
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Bull, said quietly in English, " Take care of your 
pockets ! " 

— " The second time you have foiled me ! " cried 
the thief in a rage, as John Perry, clapping his 
hand on his pocket, saved his handkerchief ; and 
the disappointed man aimed a blow at Claude's 
temple, which John Perry's arm intercepted. 
With a look of concentrated malice, he disap- 
peared in the crowd. 

" So you speak English, do you?" said John 
to Claude, familiarly. "You don't look English, 
though, — ^you're swarthy, not ruddy." 

" I am Swiss." 

" Been in English service, perhaps?" 

" Yes : travelling servant." 

"Who with?" 

" The Reverend (Jeorge Herbert." 

" I'm with Lord Coldingham. What are you 
doing now ? " 

" Selling Bibles. You don't want one, I sup- 
pose?" 

" I should think not ! — A pretty story to tell 
of one of Lord Coldingham's servants ! — No; I've 
three : two at home, and one here. Folio pic- 
torial, quarto large print, and travelling pocket. 



Claude the Colporteur. 83 

What jolly fools the people are making themselves 
here, to-day!" 

" It is well they do not understand what you 
are saying. They have had no means of knowing 
better. That is their misfortune, not their fault. 
Hark ! they are cheering. Something is going 
on in the church." 

" A miracle! a miracle!" was echoed from 
mouth to mouth. 

— "The bishop's niece" — " two years a cripple" 
— " healed in a moment" — " miraculous spring" 
" merciful intervention of our Lady " — " power 
of faith ! " — ^were the fragments of speech heard 
passing among the crowd. 

" See, there's the bishop's carriage drawing up 
for her ! " cried John Perry, climbing up the rails 
to look over the heads of the excited throng ; " I 
saw her carried in — I shall like to see her walk 
out. — Propped up between two footmen, as I'm 
alive!— Ah!— " 

And he gave a tremendous groan of irony and 
disgust, which, luckily for him, was drowned in 
the plaudits of true believers. The carriage 
whirled past, the lady in feathers and jewels, 
bowing to the populace through the plate-glass. 
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" ' Rich and rare were the gems she wore ! ' " 
bummed John Perry. " And that they dare call 
a miracle ! Oh my ! " 

After the crowd had rushed past, " Well/' said 
he, " hungry time is at hand. I shall step into 
that coflfee shop opposite, and get some bread and 
cheese. Will you come too? I'll stand treat. 
' C'est plaisant de rencontrer un ami,' as we say 
in French." 

" Many thanks," said Claude, " but I have not 
earned my dinner yet." 

" You Swiss are spare feeders," said John. 
" I've heard my Lord say, a ha'porth of bread and 
a bunch of raisins would suffice you at any time. 
That's not the way John Bull nourishes his flesh 
and muscles. No ; we stand by the ' roast-beef- 
de-mouton ! ' " 

" You seem a linguist," said Claude. 

" Not much of that," replied John Perry, evi- 
dently flattered ; " German I can't frame my 
mouth to; but French I got on with pretty well, 
as soon as I took to my own way of learning it, 
instead of Lord Coldingham's." 

" What was his way?" said Claude. 

" Why," said John, " he gave me some little 
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books, one of which was called ' Dialogue Fran- 
9ais;' but, bless my heart, there was nothing in 
the dialogue that I had the least occasion to say, 
' Madam, sir, or miss, I am your obedient humble 
servant.' My Lord and the young ladies knew 
I was that without my telling 'em, and I ain't 
nobody else's. ' A vessel of war ; ' ' I love milk, 
butter, and cheese;' and suchlike stuflf: nothing 
that would be really useful, such as, ' Look sharp ! ' 
— ' Mind what you're after !' — ' That's mine! ' — 
'Go along!' — 'I've nothing for you!' These 
are the things a fellow wants. The books are 
too civil by half. Not one of them has anything 
corresponding to ' I'll blow you all up !' So, as 
soon as I made this out, by attentively reading 
the EngUsh column, I made up my mind that the 
author was not a man of the world, and put his 
book carefully away in whity-brown paper, as 
a memento mori of my Lord, and studied the lan- 
guage by ear. Hence, I speak it like a native." 

" You are frequently told so?" said Claude. 

" Continually," said John ; " I make my way 
wherever I go: that is, wherever the people un- 
derstand either of the only two civilized languages 
on earth, French and English ; and I'm of double 
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the value, in consequence, to my Lord, who has no 
need of a courier. I must say, the only persons 
who deride me are those who ought to be the very 
last, namely, my Lord and the young ladies, to 
whom I am so useful ; but this is only ' poor 
human nature ; ' and I've observed in the course 
of my life, what I dare say you have observed also, 
that it isn't the foreigners themselves who laugh 
at you for mauling their language, but your own 
countrymen and countrywomen, who think they 
can do better. However, if you will not manger 
un petit repas, I shall; so, good-bye. I shall 
keep an eye on you through the window." 

The street now clearing a little, Claude began 
to make an unobtrusive demonstration of his 
business, by silently extending one of his books 
to such passengers as he judged from their ap- 
pearance to be likely to become purchasers. Some 
paused to give the volume a casual examination, 
and returned it without a word ; others stopped, 
questioned, demurred, chaffered, and went away 
without buying it, after all. At length, Claude 
sold a copy ; then a long time passed without his 
having another customer; then his market re- 
commenced ; people crowded round him to hear 
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what he had to say in recommendation of his 
books ; and at length, his whole stock ran oflF with 
the exception of a couple of copies. 

These appeared unlikely to be sold, as the 
people were now hastening in another direction 
to see the miracle-play. Lord Coldingham, in 
passing, had a few words of an interesting nature 
with the colporteur ; but as he also was bound for 
the green meadow chosen for the theatre, with 
the purpose of making his observations not only 
on the play but the audience, he proceeded on 
his way, after a few cordially expressed wishes of 
success to his mission. 

As the day was now past its meridian, and his 
business at a stand, Claude thought he might as 
well refresh himself at the coflfee-house. John 
Perry had long left it, and the public rooms were 
quite deserted except by a woman who was sweep- 
ing them, and of whom Claude bespoke some 
bread and cheese. 

" You will, perhaps, prefer sitting in the open 
air," said she; and, at her suggestion, he went 
through the house to a plot of open ground be- 
hind it, where a few benches and tables were set 
under trees. A party of dirty -looking men were 
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just moving from one of these tables, where they 
had been drinking beer : there was no other com- 
pany, except a young man talking very earnestly 
to a girl at a table apart. Claude sat down near 
them, and while waiting for his refreshment, 
drew one of his Bibles from his bag and began to 
read. He continued to keep his eye on the page 
while he ate his bread and cheese; but occa- 
sionally his attention was diverted by his catching 
a few of the impassioned words uttered in an 
under-tone by the young man, and by the girl's 
stifled sobs. He was urging her to some course 
to which she would not consent ; and at length, 
with a muttered curse, he arose and went away. 
The girl remained, shedding tears. 

Without raising his eyes from the book, Claude, 
as if reading aloud, uttered in the mildest tone of 
compassion, " Woman, why weepest thou ? whom 
seekest thou?" 

The girl started from head to foot ; but, uncer- 
tain whether she were addressed or not, said 
nothing. Claude, after a single searching look at 
lier, which made her eyes sink before his, pursued 
in the same tone, " There is joy in heaven over 
one sinner that repenteth." 
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The girl relapsed into tears. 

" / repent," said she softly. 

" The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all 
sin/* said Claude. 

"Oh, how I wish I had never come on this 
pilgrimage," said she. " It was against the 
known will of my father and mother. What 
shall I do?" 

" Arise, and go to thy father, and say. Father, 
I have sinned against heaven, and before thee, and 
am no more worthy to be called thy daughter." 

" He will be so angry ! — " 

" He has reason to be angry. But your own 
course is plain. Your disobedience deserves a 
sharp punishment, and you must bear his anger 
meekly, however harshly it may be expressed." 

"But, suppose he thinks worse of me than I 
deserve, and chases me from his door? I have 
no friend—" 

" If you do what is right, and are penitent for 
having done wrong, God will be your friend." 

" I am still more afraid of my mother — " 

" Can a mother forget her child ? Yea, she 
may forget, saith the Lord, yet will not I forget 
thee." 
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The girl sat in an agony of irresolution. 

" I dare not go back ! " exclaimed she. 

" Then why did not you go with the young 
man?" said Claude. 

"No; I could not! — I had just strength to 
avoid that ; yet, now, I feel so unhappy — I shall 
never see him again — " 

And again she wept. 

" That will not be the greatest misfortune that 
might happen to you." 

" Oh, what can I do ? " wringing her hands. 

" Hear this," — and he read to her the parable 
of the prodigal son. As she listened, her features 
became more composed. 

" I have half a mind. And yet — " 

" Have quite a mind." 

" What shall I say ? If any friend—" 

" Where do you come from ?" 

" From the neighbourhood of Transdorf, on 
the road to Bonn. My father is a woodman; 
we don't live in the village." 

" I shall probably be pursuing that direction, 
and may reach your door as soon as you will. 
Go forward ; go bravely : I will come up with 
you if I can, and will stand by you and intercede 
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for you. But, should ^any unforeseen occurrence 
detain me, still go home, without waiting for the 
people you came with to rejoin you. What is 
your name?" 

" Jaqueline Schiller. You must turn oflf at 
the broken cross, before you reach Transdorf, and 
when you have crossed two fields, you will see our 
cottage, which has three linden-trees beside it. . . 
Oh, if you should fail me ! — " 

" I will not, God willing. Can you read ? " 

" Yes, sir." 

"Take this book with you, then; and when 
your heart fails, read a little of it, and then go 
forward again. I give it you. Courage, Jaque- 
line ! Your whole fate depends on the decision 
of this hour ! Will you go ? " 

She rose, took the book, and said, " I will go !" 




CHAPTER VII. " 

THE BATTLE OP THE PIOS. 

/"^ LAUDE remained for some time in a fit of 
^-^ musing, on rousing himself from which, he 
resumed his Bible, and occupied himself, according 
to the continual custom of the Vaudois, in com- 
mitting a certain portion to memory. The 
striking of the town clocks at length notified to 
him tliat the day was waning; and on looking 
about him, he saw people at a distance moving 
in various directions, which led him to conclude 
that the miracle-play was over, and the audience 
dispersing. He had no longer any business in 
the town; his object was to proceed to the 
Rhine, and avail himself of one of the steam- 
boats to descend to Rotterdam for a fresh supply 
of Bibles. His lamed foot, which he had strained 
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a good deal the day before, was somewhat eased 
by his late rest; and, having paid his little 
reckoning, he started briskly on his journey, 
ready to enjoy it now that the hot sun was 
declining and the fresh evening air fanning his 
temples. 

In making his way towards the high-road, he 
had to cross the market-place, where a consider- 
able number of persons had collected round 
a man who was either haranguing or preaching ; 
his violent action and declamatory tones made it 
difficult at first to decide which. Claude, impeded 
by the crowd, paused for a few minutes to hear 
what he was saying. 

" A year and a half ago," proceeded the 
speaker, " impressed with a sense of my duty 
and of your danger, I warned you of these wolves 
in sheep's clothing that were creeping into the 
fold. Wolves, shall I say? nay, rather, devils; 
who, enraged to behold you advancing in godli- 
ness, neglect nothing that is calculated to weaken 
religious principle in our towns and villages. 
Not content with doing all they can to under- 
mine the faith of unsuspecting people by their 
false logic and blasphemous heresy, they seduce 
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them to purchase detestable books, purporting to 
be the Holy Scriptures translated into the vulgar 
tongue, but which have been condemned and 
anathematized by the Church again and again. 
I have one of these Bibles now in my hand, 
which (on this very day of all others !) has been 
sold to a poor, unwary young fellow, who little 
knew that he had better have laid hold of a red- 
hot coal, than have touched the infamous com- 
modity, even if it had been offered to him gratis, 
instead of at the ridiculously low price which, as 
a mere blind, the vendor asked for it. See here 1 
— not closely enough, mind you, to enable you to 
peruse one word of its contents ! — ^but behold 
from a distance — What paper ! What printing ! 
What binding! Could it ever answer to any 
honest man, I ask you, to supply such an article 
as this for three florins, in a fair way of trade ? 
To say yes would be absurd. No ; there are 
actors behind the scenes, persons ready to waste 
good money in the dissemination of bad books ; 
but do not you, faithful and beloved ! play into 
their hands, by purchasing, chaffering, handling, 
peeping into, or in any wise having anything at 
all to do with these books or their hawkers. On 
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the contrary, shun them, chase them, fly at them, 
fall upon them, maul« maltreat, scatter, and 
disperse them ! You will be doing good and 
acceptable service." 

Claude, having heard quite enough of this 
discourse, was quietly endeavouring to make his 
way through the crowd ; but the pressure had 
become so dense in consequence of the fresh 
streams of people pouring in from the miracle - 
play, that he thought it best not to attract atten- 
tion too much, by elbowing his neighbours. The 
heat made him feel for his handkerchief to apply 
to his face; and, to his surprise, instead of 
drawing forth his own red cotton one, he found 
in his hand a lady's cambric pocket-handkerchief, 
gaily laced and embroidered. He then remem- 
bered having felt a man's hand in his pocket 
early in the day, and was not a little astonished 
to find that instead of having his own handker- 
chief withdrawn, a much handsomer one had 
been added to it. His attention was diverted 
from the mystery by hearing one or two voices in 
the crowd exclaim — 

" We bought books, father ! What shall we 
do with them ? " 
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" Bring them hither to me, my sons," replied 
the friar, " without delay, and we will make an 
auto daf6 of them ! We will dip them in tur- 
pentine, and fix them on poles, and set them 
alight, and carry them all blazing about the 
streets, as beacons and warnings ; and lucky will 
it be for the wretched vendor of such inflam- 
mable matter if he blaze not in some market- 
place, himself, soon or late ! " 

" There goes the fellow that sold me mine ! " 
shouted one of Claude's morning customers, — 
" him in the green jacket, that's stealing off like 
a fox ! Have at him ! " And he aimed a stone 
with such precision as to hit the colporteur 
violently on the head. 

" At him ! after him ! away with him !" cried 
the preacher, clapping his hands, and hallooing 
them on as if in chase of some wild beast. 

" My friends," — began Claude, but a half- 
bitten apple hit him on the temple. He saw it 
was no time for remonstrance, but for flight; 
and, darting from his pursuers with the fleetness 
of a hare, he left them in full cry after him. 
Being far more slender and agile than the majority 
of those who were giving him chase, he bade fair 
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to win the race; but his wounded foot soon began 
to make its infirmities remembered^ and whether 
he would or no, his pace slackened, in spite of 
the missiles continually sent after him. The 
crowd being in that excitable condition after 
a day's pleasure that usually vents itself in 
peevishness or mischief, were delighted at this 
outlet for their spirits; heads were popped out 
of doors and windows to see what was going on, 
and the tumult momentarily augmented. Claude 
suddenly darted through a covered way into 
a back street, and thence crossing into a by-lane, 
he for a moment escaped his foes, and was begin- 
ning to halt on his tender foot, when a fresh cry 
of " Stop thief ! he has stolen the Virgin's 
pocket-handkerchief ! " made him spring forward 
with renewed impetus. 

Quick as lightning it flashed across his mind 
that the man whose hand he had felt in his 
pocket that morning, had either for purposes of 
mischief, or to disembarrass himself of dangerous 
booty, made him the unconscious depository of 
one of those gay pocket-handkerchiefs with which 
the various images of Virgins and saints were 
graced on festivals, as the finishing touch of their 

H 
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fashionable toilettes. Casting it behind him as 
a Spanish matador would drop his scarlet flag, he 
continued his flight, while a yell of execration 
from behind announced the crowd's detestation 
of his supposed sacrilege. The chase now 
becomes a painful one; he dashes on, the foe 
close at his heels, when suddenly an unexpected 
force appears in the field. The Sivine- General's 
horn is heard in advance ; that war- charge 
proclaims the return of the doughty champion, 
at the head of all the pigs in the neighbourhood. 
In another moment, Claude is among the 
grunters, not hemmed in by them, but clearing 
them by half-dozens, skimming over their heads 
with the light vaults of a practised chamois- 
hunter. The next minute they are entangled 
among the crowd, running between their legs, 
upsetting many a clumsy cursing wight, getting 
their own pettitoes plentifuDy trodden on, and 
expressing their sense of the indignity and injury 
by piercing squeals. Peals of laughter mingle 
with the uproar of the swinish multitude; the 
human canaille is for a while brought to a stand, 
and Claude gets ahead; but soon the scent is 
recovered, and the pack in full cry is once more 
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at his heels. It is of no use, now, to mind the 
smarting of his foot ; he is in the suburbs, he 
has passed them, he is in the open road, in the 
fields; he is distancing them, the whoop aaid 
halloo become more and more faint ; his moun- 
taineer limbs and lungs have won the race. 

But where is he ? In what direction has he 
been running ? East, west, north, or south ? The 
sun, flaming as it goes down, tells him that, but 
he knows no more. He has been running a 
couple of miles for safety, without a thought 
whither he is going. All he knows, all he sees, 
is that he has never crossed the ground before ; 
that the ditches, fruit-trees, furrows and fallows, 
corn-fields, vineyards, and apple- orchards, are 
new to him; that he is far away from the city and 
from the high road ; and that he is approaching 
the back entrance of a large, heavy-built cottage, 
with milk-pans and pails set out against the wall 
to dry. Suddenly he is clasped to a man's 
heart ... a well-known, cordial voice exclaims, 
" Come in, thou blessed of the Lord ! " and he 
finds himself in the arms of Hans. 

He had approached the back of his host's 
cottage by a circuitous course, without knowing 
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it. Hans, after a day of solitary, intense study 
and self-communion, which had wrought strange 
and gracious changes in his inner being, had 
come to the door, half dizzy with the continuous 
flood of new light that had been pouring in upon 
him, to breathe for a few minutes the fresh 
evening air — ^had heard the distant shouts, had 
descried the panting fugitive, and, as he drew 
nearer and more near, beheld in him, to his sur- 
prise and delight, the very man he longed to see, 
and feared never to see again. 

Oh, how fast and vividly and fervently the 
words flow when the heart and soul give them 
utterance ! In a few minutes, Claude had given 
Hans a picture of the day's story ; in a few more 
minutes, Hans had given Claude to understand 
how the great deeps of his spirit had been broken 
up. The souls of the two men were knit together; 
they poured them out in prayer, congratulation, 
and giving of thanks ; they fell into yet deeper, 
more solemn communion, on the loftiest, most 
thrilling, most important subjects that men can 
look into; they dived deeper into one and another 
mystery than they had ever done before — " mys- 
teries through which a lamb may wade, yet in 
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which an elephant may swim :" they helped one 
another through; led one another on ; their hearts 
burning within them all the time. It was as 
in those old days when " They that feared the 
Lord spake often one to another, and the Lord 
hearkened and heard it, and a book of remem- 
brance was written before him for them that 
feared the Lord and thought upon his name. 

" And they shall be mine, saith the Lord of 
Hosts, in that day when I make up my jewels ! " 

In the midst of this 

" converse, such as it behoved 

Men to have held, and Gk>d to have approved,** 

Quentin and Max came in ; not overflowing with 
einiberance of animal life and boyish fun, as on 
the preceding evening, but tired, worn out, 
hungry, and cross. Close on their heels followed 
Mother Agnes, equable and kindly as usual ; she 
was one of those rare tempers whom nothing can 
put out; — and, last of all, drooping and dispirited, 
the languid Lisa, who had outwalked them all in 
the morning, and who now, like. Cinderella after 
the ball, had subsided from her finery into her 
ordinary peasant costume. 

All, of course, were taken by surprise when 
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they saw Claude in his old quarters — the little 
boys first. Max was fretfully upbraiding Quentin 
for pulling his ear, when his face suddenly 
shortened half its length and became expanded 
into a broad smile at sight of the colporteur. 

" Ah, you strange man ! " — cried he, springing 
to him and winding his arms tightly round one of 
Claude's, " I thought we should never see you 
any more ! How glad I am you have come back ! 
But why did you say you should go the other way? " 

" Claude here ? " exclaimed Mother Agnes, 
pausing astonished at the threshold, "I can hardly 
beUeve I see him ! " 

" I hope you are not sorry to see me, though?" 
said Claude. " I was chased out of the town like 
a mad dog." 

" Was it you they were making such an uproar 
about ? " cried Mother Agnes in still greater 
surprise, "I thought they had been pursuing a 
thief." 

Lisa here came in with her bundle of pro- 
perties under her arm. 

" How tired I am ! " cried she, dropping into 
the first seat, " Tired to death ! — Oh! — " uttering 
a little shriek of surprise when she saw Claude. 
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" You are not sorry to see me again, I hope ? " 
said Claude, in his gentlest accent. 

" Well," replied she, peevishly, " I certainly 
hoped we were going to have the evening to our- 
selves." 

" Lisa ! that is an ungracious speech to a 
valued guest," said her father. 

" Valued ! " repeated she, slightly curling her lip. 

" Yes, valued," replied Hans, with decision. 
" But come, you are all worn out — I am the only 
fresh one among you — I will get supper ready." 

" You said you would have it ready for the 
children, Hans, against their return," observed 
Mother Agnes, making the nearest approach to a 
rebuke she was capable of ; " and nothing is 
done — the fire out — the table bare." 

— " And the cow not milked, I do believe ! " 
cried Lisa, starting up — " Oh goodness ! I hear 
the poor thing lowing ! " 

" Let me milk her for you," said Claude, 
rising with a limp, " I have often milked a whole 
dairy of twenty cows." 

" No, thank you," said Lisa, tartly, " my father 
promised to do it, and since he has not re- 
membered his promise, I'll milk her myself." , 
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" I quite forgot ! " exclaimed Hans, " I am 
truly sorry ! — I entirely forgot it 1 " 

" If one wants a thing done, it is best to do it 
one's self," cried Lisa, catching up the milking- 
stool smd vanishing as she spoke. 

"That girl is quite upset," said Mother Agnes, 
looking anxiously after her — " I can't think what 
has come to her this day or two. Dear me, dear 
me ! " 

And, without more ado, she set down the 
unsold portion of her stock in trade, turned up 
her best skirt and pinned it round her, tied on her 
coarse apron, and began re-lighting the fire, while 
Hans, confused at his negligence, was hastily 
spreading the supper table with every eatable he 
could find ; aided, in a listless, weary way, by 
Quentin. Max remained couched at Claude's 
side, stroking Claude's hand, and occasionally 
applying it to his cheek ; and examining him all 
over, especially his feet. 

" This foot is bleeding, you poor man ! " cried 
he, suddenly, " Oh, granny ! look ! " 

" Mercy on us ! " said Mother Agnes, desisting 
from her task to survey the injured member, 
" why, it's cut through and through I" 
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" It does not hurt much," said Claude ; " not 
nearly as much as when the splinter was in it 
yesterday." 

" Because the bleeding relieves it," said his 
humane doctress, " but it is very weakening to 
lose blood from the foot — I'll attend to it directly, 
before I kindle another stick — Quentin and Max 
won't mind waiting a bit for their suppers ; will 
you, dears ? " 

" Certainly not," said Quentin, " I couldn't 
touch a morsel while that foot was bleeding so. 
It makes me feel quite sick." 

" It makes Claude feel sick, too, I know ! " 
said little Max, gazing anxiously at his .friend — 
" He's turning quite grey; quite white ! Granny! 
look ! " 

Claude fainted, as dead as a stone. When he 
came to his senses, he felt quite confused and all 
over prickles. Hans was holding him up in his 
strong arms. Mother Agnes binding up his foot ; 
and Lisa, who had been so testy with him a few 
minutes ago, was sprinkling cold water on his 
face, and shedding warm tears. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



THE LEAVEN WORKING. 



LISA'S tears must help to swell the vast oceans 
of brine the sources of which are unac- 
counted for and unaccountable; since she was 
a very unlikely girl to waste such symptoms of 
weakness merely because a man had badly cut his 
foot ; and as for any more pity for Claude the 
colporteur than for any wayfarer who begged a 
cup of skimmed-milk at the dairy-door, — Pish ! 
nonsense ! It is not to be supposed for an 
instant. 

Tlie family at length sat down to their late 
supper; but Claude was not permitted to stir 
from the rude settle, which answered every purpose 
of a sofa as far as comfort went ; and the little 
boys — ^who sat close enough to him to be able 
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to help him to whatever he wanted without leav- 
ing the table — fed and cockered him as dain- 
tily as if he had maimed his hands as well as his 
foot. 

Discourse flagged, however. It seemed as if 
all had their minds too full or their bodies too 
weary to permit them to utter more than short, 
unconnected sentences. Moreover, there seemed 
a prevalent feeling of disappointment or melan- 
choly. The excitement of the miracle -play was 
over, and the young people had been embarrassed 
and mortified by one or two blunders and acci- 
dents. Mother Agnes had found a good market 
for about half her stock, but had had her pocket 
picked of her earnings. While these misad- 
ventures were alluded to, one after another, Hans, 
the only person who was not weary, was the most 
silent of all, and seemed living in some spirit- 
world of his own, to judge from the smile of 
inexpressible sweetness that shone upon his 
countenance. 

They had just concluded their meal, when 
a tap was heard at the door. Mother Agnes, 
quick as thought, moved the brass lamp she had 
just lighted, so as to throw Claude into the shade. 
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and shifted her own position a little, signing to 
Hans to do the same, so that they sat between 
him and the door and nearly concealed him. 

The visitant, meanwhile, had raised the latch 
and walked in without farther ceremony. He 
was a tall, fresh-looking young German, rather 
superior to the average as far as colour and 
features went, though his countenance had little 
more intellect than one of Hans's dolls, and his 
figure had about as much shapeliness as a sack- 
full of flour. That was concealed, indeed, by his 
blouse, though it could not carry off a certain 
ungainliness of carriage and roundness of the 
shoulders. 

" Caspar ! is it you, lad ?" said Hans. " You 
should have come earlier if you wanted supper, 
for we have just cleared the dishes." 

" Oh, that doesn't signify, — much," said Caspar, 
whose elocution was not rapid ; " I only thought 
I'd just look in." 

" Well, it mustn't be for long, then, my good 
fellow," said Hans, " for we 're just going to 
shut up." 

" Oh, I'll go directly, if you like!" said Caspar, 
moving to the door. 
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" No, no, don't take him up like that," inter- 
posed Mother Agnes ; " Hans only means to say 
that we are tired, one and all, with our day's work 
and pleasure, and are longing to be in our beds. 
That's all he means." 

" I didn't see you there, master," said Caspar. 

" Where ? " said Hans. 

" Why, in the town." said Caspar. 

" No sign I wasn't there, though. Master Cas- 
par ! However, the fact is, I kept house. I'm 
too old for all this nonsense." 

" Why, your mother wasn't," said Caspar. 

" My mother had her dolls to sell," said Hans. 

" Dolls!" repeated Caspar. 

" Aye, dolls," repeated Hans, recklessly, taking 
up one of them and toying with it ; " what are 
they else ? I fashioned them and painted them." 

" Somebody fashioned and painted that saint ! " 
said Caspar, pointing to one in a niche, as if he 
had hit on an unanswerable argument. 

" Yes ; and I can tell you who he was," said 
Hans ; " Peter Wart, the little bandy-legged fellow 
that used to live over-against the town-hall. But 
we're all getting sleepy, Caspar, to-night ! — And 
you don't wake us up much." 
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" Are you sleepy ? " said Caspar, sheepishly, to 
Lisa. 

" Very," said Lisa, sighing instead of yawning. 

" You wouldn't speak a word to me to-day," 
said he, lowering his voice. 

" I didn't see you," said Lisa, shortly. 

" Not see me ? Oh, Lisa ! "— 

" Well, if I did, I only just caught sight of 
your shoulders when you had turned away — there 
was no good in that, was there ?" 

" No ; only, you knew well enough where I 
should be." 

"/ knew?" 

" Why, I told you ! " 

" Well, then, I had so many other things to 
think about, that it was no wonder if I forgot it." 

And Lisa yawned, this time, so irrepressibly, 
that she set all the others yawning too. 

" What an odd thing it is," said Mother Agnes, 
" that when one person yawns, everybody should 
yawn ! Come, Quentin and Max ! be off to your 
bed, dears, or you'll oversleep yourselves to- 
morrow, and the goose-captain will blow his horn 
without your hearing him." 

" Well, I don't seem wanted," said Caspar, 
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getting up, and looking wistfully at Lisa. " By 
the by, there was a funny thing happened this 
evening . . . Hallo ! why, there's a man !" 

" One would think he frightened you," said 
Lisa, sarcastically. 

" A friend of ours, who is not very well," said 
Mother Agnes. "Why, goodness, Caspar, yoii 
are in such a pickle, all up the back of your 
blouse ! You've been rolling in the mud !" 

" All among the pigs," said Caspar, still staring 
hard towards Claude, whose face he could not 
see. " You never knew such a bother. There 
was a man selling wicked books in the town . . . 
by the by, I came to warn you against him, 
Lisa." 

" Thank you, I never buy wicked books," said 
Lisa. " I feel the compliment all the same." 

— "We were hooting him out of the gates," 
pursued Caspar, "when up comes the swine -general 
with all his grunters. You never knew such 
a row in your life. Here and there they were 
pelting, squealing as if all their noses were being 
rung at once, upsetting people right and left — me 
among the rest, who got a porker between my 
legs. Down I went ! — and I fall heavy." 
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" I should think so," said Hans, bursting out 
laughing. Lisa laughed too. 

" I should think you needn't laugh," said 
Caspar to her, looking hurt. 

" Why not ? " said Lisa. " I thought you 
meant us to laugh. Who could help it?" 

" Well, I shall be off," said Caspar abruptly, 
beginning to be sensible, through all his obtuse- 
ness, that his presence was unacceptable, " I'm 
wanted at home. There's a many things," he 
added, darting a reproachful look at Lisa, " that 
they think, at home, none can do better than I ! " 

" Doubtless," said Mother Agnes. " You're 
an excellent fellow." 

" Ah," said he, lumbering towards the door, and 
looking sidelong at Lisa, " I wish you'd said that 
instead o' she ! " 

Lisa made no answer. 

" Well, good-night to you all," cried Caspar, 
turning short round when he reached the door. 
" Hey ! Hallo ! Why, that's the very man !" 

" What man?" said Hans, annoyed at himself 
for having shifted his position just an instant too 
soon. 

" Why, the man that sold the wicked books," 
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said Caspar, fixing his round blue eyes immov- 
ably on the colporteur. (The Germans have 
a remarkable gift of staring.) 

" You silly fellow ! they weren't wicked/* said 
Hans. " Why, I bought one myself." 

" Oh, did you so ?" said Caspar, slowly moving 
off, but still keeping his eyes, which began to 
have something of malice in them, on Claude ; 
"You've got one of those books, have you. 
Master Hans, that we've been dipping in turpen- 
tine and carrying round the town on a pole ? 
You'd better not, though! . . . I'm a silly fellow, 
am I ? Well, maybe I am, though they that are 
at home don't think me so I Good night." 

" Stay ! " cried Claude, as he went forth. 

" Let him alone," said Lisa ; " he grows more 
tiresome every day, I think. I am quite glad he 
is gone." 

" But I am sorry he has gone in an unfriendly 
mood," said Claude, — "I would have set him 
right in two words." 

"Pshaw!" said Hans, laughing; "they are 
as well unspoken. He's always hanging about 
Lisa, and she don't like him." 

" Not I," said Lisa. " So now I'll bar the 

I 
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door, father, and we'll sing Ave Maria and 
be off/' 

And she put the violin into his hand. 

*' Lisa/' said her father, gently taking the 
instrument from her and then laying it on the 
table, " I am going to play that hymn no more/' 

"No more, father?" 

*' No more, my dear daughter. Henceforth I 
shall only offer prayer and praise to the one true 
God." 

•' Father I What do you mean ? " 

" I mean what I say, Lisa. This morning, I 
could hardly be said to believe in Grod or man. 
To-night I am a firm believer in God the Father 
and his Son Jesus Christ. But in no saint, no 
created being, as an object of worship." 

Lisa clasped her hands in desperation. ** This 
is your doing I " cried she, darting a reproachful 
look at Claude. 

" Say rather," interposed her father, " ' This is 
the Lord's doing, and it is marvellous in our 
eyes.' God sent this man to our door to save 
me. 

" To destroy the peace of the family, I think," 
exclaimed Lisa. "To break down the walls of 
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our faith ! Oh ! this is the first night we have 
ever gone to bed without joining in the Ave 
Maria ! How can we expect a blessing to rest on 
the house ? " 

And wringing her hands together, she hurried 
into her own little chamber, and impetuously shut 
herself in. 

"Never mind, never mind, my friend," said 
Hans to Claude, who looked full of trouble. 
"She'll come right soon or late. I know that 
girl's heart as well as I know my own." 

" Our Lord himself warned us," said Claude, 
" that the gospel of peace should sow dissension 
in families ; should set the father against the son, 
the son against the father, the mother against the 
daughter, the daughter against the mother." . '. . 

" Yes, it is the little leaven that leaveneth the 
whole lump," said Hans, " and, while the fer- 
mentation is going on, how should it be other- 
wise? Trust me, friend, though I am a new 
convert, I can see my way a little in this matter, 
and am prepared to take up this cross. And 
now, let us pray. Pray with us and for us, as 
you did last night, and then we will turn in.'* 

The little boys wonderingly knelt beside their 
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father ; then, when the short, fervent service was 
over, slipped off to bed. 

"You are not going to-morrow?" said Max 
coaxingly to Claude as he wished him good 
night. 

" Oh yes, I am." 

" Oh no, you must not ! You cannot ! " 

" Yes, I can, and I must. I have work to do." 

" Do it here ! " 

" Good advice, Claude !" said Hans smiling. 

" No," replied Claude, smiling in return, " my 
work here is done." 

" Not while Lisa remains as she is," said 
Hans. 

" I can safely trust her to you," said Claude. 

" Trust her to her own father, indeed? " cried 
Mother Agnes, — " You, the acquaintance of yes- 
terday ! " 

. "And the friend of all future life, I hope," 
said Hans. " Well ! — I dare not hinder your mis- 
sion, and yet you might perhaps be more usefully 
employed in watering the seed you have sown 
in a grateful soil than in scattering it in dry 
places." 

" The soil is so good, it is sure to take root," 
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said Claude. " I may come back some day and 
put in my sickle." 

" God grant it ! " said Hans fervently. " And 
yet, I think you might give us one more day. 
" Don't you think so, mother?" 

" Doubtless he knows his own concerns best," 
said Mother Agnes ; " if you ask me, I must say 
I think he has been here long enough." 

" I can't expect you to stay, after such a 
speech as that," said Hans to Claude, smiling. 
"Tarry a few minutes, however; you see my 
mother is just going off to bed, and I want to say 
a few words to you of my future plans and pro- 
spects. This doll-making is laid on the shelf for 
ever; I must consider what other things I can 
turn my hand to." 

The two men sat up, in close and earnest com- 
munion, far into the night. It was not impro- 
bable that Hans, if he acted in consistence with 
his new views, would have to lay down all in 
order to follow the truth. The open Bible before 
them was frequently consulted. At length they 
went to rest. 

At day dawn Lisa was feeding her pigeons, 
and the little boys were driving their reluctant 
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geese towards the goose-captain of the neigh- 
bourhood. Mother Agnes, sickle in hand, had 
already started to reap fodder for her cow ; and 
Claude, who had had a draught of milk and had 
taken leave of Hans within doors, came forth, 
ready to start on his journey. His rude expul- 
sion from the town overnight had, for the time, 
driven the girl Jaqueline from his thoughts, and, 
whether he would or no, he had been compelled 
to take flight in an opposite direction from that in 
which he had promised to overtake her ; but he 
now purposed to follow her, though with little 
expectation of reaching her home in time to be of 
any service. 

" Farewell, Lisa," said he. 

" Farewell," returned Lisa carelessly. 

" You will wish me good speed on my journey, 
I hope?" 

" Oh, yes, as long as your road leads away 
from here, and your bag is empty." 

" My bag has a book in it still," said Claude, 
" and I will give it you if you will accept it." 

" Thank you, I don't want such a present. 
I should have to mention it the next time I con- 
fessed, and it would soon be taken away from me. 
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Your books have done harm enough among us 
abeady. Oh ! why did you ever come here ? 
You have sown dissension between me and my 
dear father!" 

" He is longing to be at one with you again.— 
Go, seek him, and make it up with a single 
word." 

" A single word 1 What is that word to be ? 
Why, you have opened a great gulf between us ! 
My heaven is no longer his heaven — " 

" Then let his heaven become your heaven. 
Oh, Lisa! let my simple persuasions find their 
way to your heart. What motive can I have for 
trying to lead people astray ? I seek to lead them 
from darkness to light ! from the power of Satan 
unto God!" 

" Thank you, we want none of your leading, 
we have very good leaders of our own already — 
authorized leaders." 

" Ah, Lisa, if the blind lead the blind, shall 
not both fall into the ditch ? " 

" Really, we are very much obliged to you for 
the supposition. I hope our way is as likely to 
be right as yours. I beUeve, nay, I am sure 
it is!" 
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"Well, since you will not accept my book« 
accept, at least, my fervent good wishes. And 
those wishes are, for your entire union of purpose 
and feeling with your father. However wrong 
you may think him, remember he is your father." 

" I have not to learn that now. Farewell, 
Claude ; a pleasant journey to you, and a better 
mission to you !" 

" Farewell, Lisa. The Lord watch between 
thee and me when we are absent the one from 
the other." 

When he had walked a considerable distance 
from the house, he turned to take a last look, 
and saw Lisa still at the door, looking after him. 
He waved his hand to her, and she immediately 
went in. 




CHAPTER IX. 



BEWARE OF THE DOG. 



IT is four o'clock in the afternoon of a mellow 
autumnal day. The sun's slanting rays light 
up storied height and dimpling valley, rippling 
stream and broad blue river, purple mountaios in 
the distance, and rainbow -stained crags nearer at 
hand, grey, green, amber, coffee -colour, red, 
orange and tawny. Steam-boats rush along that 
broad blue river, but, as yet, no railroads intersect 
the land ; an English travelUi^-carri^ is bowling 
aloi^ a h^h-road, planted with plum-trees and 
apple-trees loaded with purple and rosy fruit, 
which the peasants are busily gathering. Within 
the carriage, which is open, are Lord Coldingham 
and his daughters, the eldest of whom is reading, 
or seeming to read, while the youngest pursues 
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her quiet cogitations. Isabel Eyre, who is 
scarcely eighteen, is to be married at the end of 
the autumn, when her lover will return from 
a foreign court; this German tour, therefore, 
though it helps to pass the time, diverts without 
engrossing her thoughts. Between her and her 
younger sister there is all the difference between 
" out " and " not out ;" to Ellen, scarcely seven- 
teen, everything is new, everything is delightful ; 
she wonders how her father and sister can read 
when there is so much to see; but discouraged 
by their pre-occupied attention to her frequent 
exclamations, she is trying to shut up her new 
and exciting impressions within her own heart 
and mind. Therefore she leans back in her 
sofdy-cushioned comer, notes all, and says 
nothing; but a continual smile plays about her 
sweet mouth, and lights up the dark depths of 
her large, stag-Uke eyes. 

In the rumble sits John Perry. At the outset, 
he had a companion, Mrs. Evans, or, as she 
always pronounced her own name, Mrs. Heavens, 
the young ladies' maid; but she became indis- 
posed at Cologne, and is to rejoin them at Bonn. 
Though she and John Perry are on the best of 



Claude the Colporteur. 123 

terms, he is on the whole rather pleased to have 
the rumble to himself, without having his miscel- 
laneous observations and reflections interrupted 
by her continual endeavours to learn of him, 
(which she never can,) the precise corresponding 
values of German and English money. 

" To tell her once or twice and have done with 
it," thinks he, " is all very well ; but to have to 
tell her a dozen times in a day, ' one groschen, a 
penny farthing, (for it's no good being more 
fractional with her,) thirty groschen, one thaler,' 
and then to hear her confusing a groschen with 
a thaler after all, is unwholesome for one's 
temper." 

John Perry was a favourable specimen of the 
alert, inteUigent young English footman ; a ster- 
ling, shrewd, good-humoured, well-principled, 
faithful man-servant. He was a man of Kent; 
first-rate at cricket, quoits, swimming, rowing, 
fishing ; good at accounts, fond of reading, famous 
at psalm-singing, and a player on the flute. 
Games of chance he eschewed with sovereign 
contempt ; he had a pretty taste for mechanics, 
was a tolerable boxer and wrestler, a good son 
and brother, a good Christian, and, to conclude 
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the list, knew his own work and did it ; knew his 
own place and kept it. John had been brought up 
in Lord Coldingham's family, and would have 
gone through fire or water, had need been, for 
him or any of his house ; as for ' our young 
ladies/ whom he considered rather more than 
possible or probable angels — ^namely, angels certain 
if not yet absolute, — ^he would have held it a 
pleasure and privilege to bestow a black eye on 
any man, foreigner or otherwise, who should offer 
them the smallest indignity. 

Pull of his own cheerful thoughts, which he 
was mentally arranging in the form of a letter to 
his mother, to be written on thin, silvery, foreign 
paper at the next halt, John Perry sat on high, 
with his arms crossed on his chest as if he were 
on his wav to Ascot races. The road, which 
began to ascend, was not steep enough to make it 
worth while for him to walk, so he did not offer 
to save the horses. The open country that 
stretched far and wide on either side, was studded 
with villages, farms, rows of fruit-trees, and corn- 
fields, but unbroken by a single hedge. This 
peculiarity offended the taste of John Perry, who 
loved the green hedge-rows of Kent, and had 
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already instituted many comparisons between hop- 
grounds and vineyards^ to the disparagement of 
the latter. 

As his eye somewhat contemptuously skimmed 
the surface of the wide champaign before him, 
John noted an ancient Bauer-hof, or farm-house^ 
at the extremity of a field they were passing. At 
the door of this solitary dwelling stood a group 
which immediately fixed John's attention; in 
another minute or so, savage growls and yells, 
and wild, unearthly cries made Lord Coldingham 
and Miss Eyre look up from their books. A man 
was seen swiftly dashing across the field towards 
the road, pursued by a brace of savage mastifis, 
who were likely to pull him down the next 
moment. 

Ellen, catching the alarm from John Perry, as 
he stood up in the rumble eagerly gazing at the 
race, cried, " Papa ! papa I something is the 
matter ! let us stop \" 

. At the same instant, John, losing all memory 
of etiquette and of pure French pronunciation, 
leaned over the back of the carriage, eagerly ex- 
claiming. 
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" My Lord I my Lord ! the coal-porter ! They 
have set their dogs at him." 

" Have him up in the rumble in a moment," 
said Lord Coldingham. 

No sooner said than done. The carriage im- 
mediately stopped ; and Claude, the next minute, 
with the mastiffs at his heels, bounded into the 
road, caught John's outstretched hand, and sprang 
into the seat beside him. John, with the handle 
of an umbrella, bestowed a well-directed blow on 
the foremost of the dogs, which sent him howling 
back to his companion, and the carriage drove on. 

" You're the light-footedest chap ever I saw ! " 
cried John Perry, with admiration. 

" How came this about ? Was it for selling 
Bibles?" said Lord Coldingham, standing up and 
leaning over the back of the carriage, addressing 
himself to the colporteur with a look of much 
interest. 

The accelerated action of Claude's heart pre- 
vented him for a few moments from answering. 
He smiled, but could not turn his breath, and 
Lord Coldingham humanely awaited his recovery. 
When, at length, he could speak, he began 
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instinctively in his native language, but re- 
membering himself, immediately changed it for 
English, which he spoke less rapidly, but without 
any hesitation. 

" You honoured me, my Lord, by speaking to 
me, yesterday, in the town," said Claude, " where 
I was offering Bibles for sale. In the evening, 
when I had parted with nearly all my stock, a 
tumult arose, and I was assailed with missiles and 
driven from the town. Chance led me back 
to a house where I had passed the previous night. 
The owner, who had purchased a Bible, had 
employed the entire day in its earnest perusal, 
not without prayer; and the result was a con- 
version as sudden, and, I believe, as effectual 
as that of Saul. Such cases are rare ; some dis- 
believe in them altogether; I Imow that they 
occasionally occur. I seldom look for an im- 
mediate reward of my labours, but in this instance 
I had it. The man had great force of mind and 
simplicity of purpose. He was desirous I should 
continue under his roof, but I had a call to a 
certain village, not far from hence. On my way 
to it, after some hours' journeying, I approached 
yonder farm-house. Having yet a Bible in store. 



128 Claude the Colporteur. 

I resolved to offer it for sale^ and approached the 
door. A man was crushing apples in a cider- 
mill; at firsts he did not distinctly comprehend 
my business; but a clownish young man^ probably 
his son, who had alighted from a heavy cart- 
horse just before I came up, and whose face I 
remembered to have seen overnight, spoke to him 
aside for a few moments with much eagerness, on 
which his face became inflamed with rage. ' You 
are the rascal,' said he to me, 'who caused such a 
tumult in the town last night. I dare say you 
thought the report of it would not reach this 
secluded place, but ill-news flies apace. If you do 
not instantly depart, I will set my dogs at you.' 
I was beginning to remonstrate; but, without 
another word, he put his threat into execution ; 
and though I am no bad runner, yet, having a 
tender foot, it would have fared ill with me but 
for your Lordship's rescue." 

" I rejoice that we came up at the time," said 
Lord Coldingham, " where are you going?" 

" Towards Transdorf, my Lord." 

*' We shall pass through Transdorf. You may 
continue where you are till we get there. Do you 
often meet with such misadventures as these?" 
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*' Continually, my Lord." 

" You see, you are fighting against the 
stream." 

" Constantly, my Lord. It must needs be so. 
A dead dog floats with the stream ; a live dog can 
swim against it." 

" Hum ! Are there many of you ? " 

" I am the only one, my Lord, as yet." 

" As yet! Then you expect co-labourers." 

" Wherever there is a demand, there will even-, 
tually be a supply." 

" But do you attempt to expound as well a? 
distribute the Scriptures ? " 

" Where people will let me, my Lord." 

" But that is infringing on the province of 
regularly trained and ordained teachers." 

" Alas, my Lord I can people read the Bible in 
the dark ? I shall be happy enough to yield my 
post to regularly ordained teachers when they 
volunteer to occupy it; meantime, I hold my 
Uttle candle to those who cannot read with* 
out it." 

" You had some sort of training, I think you 
told me yesterday, from Mr. Herbert." 

" Yes, my Lord, he taught me as much as he 

K 



J 



130 Claude the Colporteur. 

had strength to teach and I had capacity to i'e- 
ceive during so short a time." 

" You could not have had a better instructor : 
I knew him weU; he was worthy of his name. 
He had some crotchets, though. So he favoured 
your teaching and preaching, did he?" 

" He said, my Lord, he believed I had graduated 
in the school of Christ." 

" Ha ! That has a smack of George Herbert in 
it, certainly." 

" He also said, my Lord, that Christianity is in- 
deed conserved by church order, but does not exist 
for the mere sake of it. He thought if Christianity 
led the way, order would be sure to follow." 

"Aye? That was a good deal like him too." 
And Lord Coldingham sat down and resumed 
, his book; but did not turn the leaf for some 
minutes. 

John Perry now took up the word. 

"There's politeness for you!" said he, in an 
under -tone. " A ploughman two fields off 
pulling off his hat to us, though he never saw 
U8 before, nor ever will again." 

"Why, English peasants touch their hats to 
strangers, don't they?" said Claude. 
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" Not two fields off/' said John. " No, it's 
mere foreign varnish — French polish. Look at 
that old chap, a hammering out the edge of 
his scythe on a Uttle anvil, instead of sharpen-^ 
ing it on a whetstone. There's civilization for 
you ! What are those people doing in the comer 
of that field?" 

" Threshing their com on a piece of ground 
they have trodden hard," said Claude. 

" We thresh in barns," said John. " They've 
such a lot of queer customs, it almost provokes 
one to keep a journal. I think I shall, if I ever 
come abroad again ; but it's too late to begin now. 
Look at those youngsters with great bundles on 
their heads, knitting as they go. There's industry 
for you ? " 

"They are carrying home fodder for their 
cows," said Claude. " Nothing comes amiss to 
them, for one use or another. Some of the 
children are washing the weeds they have col- 
lected in the stream." 

" There's economy for you ! " said John. 
" Our English cows would turn up their noses 
at such rubbish." 

" German cows are not so particular," said 
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Claude. " Many a poor family that cannot 
afford to turn out a cow to grass, can spare the 
labour of a child or old woman to reap the weeds 
and coarse grass on waste places enough for a 
cow's keep. We who journey from place to 
place should not be too bigoted to the customs 
of our own countries to take a hint from others 
when we find it." 

" All very well as far as it goes/' said John, 
"Some nations and some people are thrifty in 
one thing, some in another. As long as I drink 
plain water, my lord allows me my beer-money, 
I shall have enough, soon, to buy a French horn. 
What a lot of beer-money the Germans might 
save ! " 

" They might, indeed," said Claude, smiling. 

" It was unlucky too, in some respects," said 
John, " that I gave up beer when I did ; for I 
find, upon trial, that the German water does not 
agree with me. Consequence is, I am only able 
to take coffee or Seltzer water, and am thirsty all 
day. I didn't take a pledge, mind ye ! but I per- 
severe for the sake of consistency." 

" And in that you have your reward," said 
Claude, 
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''"Tisn't only in their beer/' continued John. 
" There's a lot of other things they don't come 
up to the mark in, in these Catholic countries. 
Why, now, I heard my lord reckoning, that the 
working days in a Protestant year are three hun- 
dred and ten, because we only rest on the Sabbath 
day, Christmas day, and Good Friday, Easter 
Monday and Tuesday, and Whit Monday, whereas 
these foreigners, who don't keep Sunday like Sun- 
day at all, but have their shops and theayters open, 
and their reviews and so forth, their working year 
has only two hundred and sixty days, because 
they keep such a lot of saints' days. Whereby 
we've a clear advantage over them of one -sixth of 
our time, in the way of industry." 

" Ah," said Claude, " we have a clear advan- 
tage over them in many an instance besides that. 
Did you ever hear of the Edict of Nantes ?" 

" Not I," said John. 

" Well, a good many years ago, when the Pro- 
testants, or Huguenots, were pretty strong in 
France, and much blood had been shed between 
them and the Catholics, a law was passed for their 
protection, called the Edict of Nantes. Froni 
that time they flourished to an extraordinary 




1 34 Claude the Colporteur. 

d^ee, and the district in which they were settled 
became so fertile under their cultivation^ that 
men called it ' the Garden of the Lord.' Besides 
his field-labour^ every peasant had his loom; 
while those who lived in towns became such 
thriving manufacturers as to monopolize almost 
all the commerce of the South of France. In an 
evil hour, Louis the Fourteenth resolved to put 
a stop to all this. So, by way of feeler, he first 
destroyed twenty-two of their churches. Then 
he released the Catholics from paying their debts 
to Protestants for three years; then the dead 
bodies of persons who had refused the Romish 
communion were dug up and dragged about the 
streets; then dying Protestants were obliged to 
submit to the presence of Romish priests and 
magistrates, who endeavoured to make them 
recant; finally, dragoons were quartered on the 
peaceable Protestants, with liberty to execute 
incredible cruelties on them; — they roasted them 
before slow fires, thrust their heads into hot ovens, 
till the Huguenots, persecuted beyond endurance, 
emigrated in vast numbers to England and Hol- 
land, carrying their skill in manufactures with 
them, and thereby nobly repaying the hospitality 
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of the countries that sheltered them, while the 
commerce of their own land received an irrepar- 
able blow. . . . But, stop!" cried Claude, inter- 
rupting himself, as they reached a broken cross 
by the wayside, — " here our roads divide ; God's 
blessing be with*you !" 

" Must you go?" said John. 

" I must, indeed." And having uttered a few 
words of grateful farewell to Lord Coldingham, 
the colporteur proceeded briskly on his way. 






CHAPTER X. 

JAQOELINE. 

WHEN Claude approaclied the white cottage 
with the three linden-trees, he slackened 
his pace. Not a soul was in sight ; the door and 
windows were shut, and the red sunbeams glit- 
tered on the small, diamond-shaped panes that 
peered through their clustering mantle of ivy. 
Had Jaqueline returned ? had she been forgiven ? 
had she been repulsed? were questions that 
occasioned some anxiety. 

The moment he tapped at the door, it was 
hastily opened, and a couple of eager faces were 
thrust out: they belonged to a grey -haired but 
vigorous old peasant, and a woman not much 
younger than himself. 



Claude the Colporteur. 137 

" It is not shel" said the old man, with a ges- 
ture of impatience. 

" But he may know something of her, never* 
theless," said the old woman. " What do you 
want, good man?'' 

" Is your name Schiller?" said Claude. 

"Aye, aye, I'm Diedrich Schiller," said the 
peasant, " and this is Johanna my wife. Have 
you seen our Jaqueline?" 

" Has she not, then, returned?" 

" Alas, no," said Johanna, clasping her hands 
in anguish ; " three days ago she left us, we know 
not why nor with whom, and we have neither seen 
nor heard anything of her since. Oh, my heart !" 
—and sitting down on a bench, the poor mother 
sank into tears. 

"You seel you see!" said old Schiller to 
Claude> pointing towards his wife ; " you see 
how it is with her, master : she naturally fears 
the worst. And though I'm of a firmer sort, 
I know not what to think. I don't know who 
you are, nor why you come; but we naturally 
thought you might have seen our daughter — " 

" I have," said Claude. 
. " Hear that!" cried Schiller, looking encou- 
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ragingly at his wife, who immediately rose, wiping 
her eyes, and came towards him. " Well, 
master?" 

" I saw her yesterday," said Claude. " There 
was a festival, you know, going on, which had 
drawn many people together — your daughter 
among the rest." 

" We forbade her to go," said Schiller ; " the 
distance was too great for either of us, and we had 
no one we liked to trust her with." 

" I was taking some refreshment at a coffee- 
house," said Claude, " and at a table near me sat 
a young man and a girl. That girl was your 
daughter." 

"The young man was Leopold HemUng, no 
doubt," said Schiller, furrowing his brow and 
setting his teeth dose. 

" He was about my height, but more strongly 
built, with yellow hair, grey eyes, and a scar on 
his left cheek." 

" 'Twas he, the rascal ! " cried Schiller, clench- 
ing his hands; "We had forbidden him the house, 
and I fear that he, rather than the festival, tempted 
Jaqueline from home. Go on." 

" He was talking to her earnestly and pas- 
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sionately, not in such guarded tones but that I 
could gather the substance of what he said. The 
girl was choking in tears, and I could make out 
that he was tempting her to a course of sin." 

"I knew it, I was sure of it!" cried old 
Schiller, covering his eyes, "I knew he never 
meant her any good. And she, so mistaken ! so 
obstinate! — " Tears rolled down his farrowed 
cheeks; his wife wiped them away. 

" But hear what ensued, my good friend," said 
Claude, taking his hand. " She would not be 
guided by him. In terrible anger he rose and left 
her." 

" Then, where is she ? " cried Johanna. 

— " I thought," said Claude, faltering, " I 
should find her here." 

" Oh no ! oh no ! You only come to confirm 
our worst fears. You tell us who was with her, 
and you have not brought her home ! — " 

" But hear me," said Claude. " When the 
young man left her, she continued weeping. In a 
low voice I addressed to her the words of Scrip- 
ture, Woman, why weepest thou ? whom seekest 
thou ? " 

" And she !— " 
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" She started, — looked round, — appeared sur- 
prised at my addressing her. In the same tone I 
continued. There is joy in heaven over one sinner 
that repenteth. Arise and go to thy father ! " 

" Oh, true friend !" cried Schiller, grasping him 
by the hand. 

" Much more passed. — She confessed that she 
had left home without your knowledge and in 
defiance of your known wishes ; but was sorry for 
it. I applauded her for having so firmly resisted 
her wicked counsellor, and advised her instantly 
to return home. She said she dared not ! She 
dreaded the anger of her father, but more especi- 
ally of her mother." 

" No wonder, no wonder," said Johanna 
hastily. 

" I expostulated with her in your names and 
for your sakes. I felt assured you would welcome 
the returning penitent. I knew you would 
remember that we are all sinners, and that Christ 
died for us, and that we must forgive one another. 
She wavered, trembled ; at last consented." 

" God be praised ! " cried Schiller. " But this 
was twenty-four hours ago ; she might have been 
home last night ! " 
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'• Well — the day was far spent when I parted 
from her ; it has now taken me some hours to 
come over the same ground — StiU, I thought she 
might, she would — she may have tarried by the 
way, at the house of some friend — " 

" We have no friend on the road," said Schiller, 
disconsolately. 

" More likely some harm has befallen the child 
by the way," cried Johanna. " Or she may have 
returned, after all, to that villain, Hemling ! " 

" To encourage her," said Claude, " I told her 
that I would follow her and endeavour to make 
her peace with you, but I was prevented from 
keeping my promise by circumstances I could not 
foresee. When I last saw her, her face was set 
towards home." 

"Let us go!" cried Schiller, taking up his 
hat and staff, " she may have fainted by the 
way — " 

At this moment, a slender shadow darkened 
the threshold, and a drooping, downcast figure 
leant against the door-post. 

" Father, I am here ! forgive — " said Jaqueline, 
sinking on her knees. 

Schiller sprang towards her, with joy and 
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affection on his face. Her mother, on the contrary, 
directly she saw she was safe, hardened herself 
against her. Claude marked and understood the 
revulsion of feeling. 

" Go to her," he whispered softly, " she is all 
in tears, and too ashamed to look up — go to 
her." 

" It is not my place to go to her, but hers to 
come to me," replied Johanna, doggedly ; " am I 
to make much of a good-for-nothing, disobedient 
girl, that has been three days out of sight of her 
friends, in bad company, just because she comes 
back to the only people that care for her, when 
nobody else will have her ? " 

" Don't say that," whispered Claude, still more 
strenuously, " because you know it is not true ; — 
Leopold Hemling would have had her, and tried 
80 hard to have her that none but a very good 
girl could have stood out against his be- 
guiUng tongue." 

" Do you call a girl a good girl who puts her- 
self in the way of such beguiling?" 

" There is none good, no, not one ! Jesus Christ 
himself said so. We are none of us good but by 
comparison ; and I called her good, not because 
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I thought her absolutely good, for she has com- 
mitted a great fault^but because only the good 
daughter of a good mother could have acted as 
she did at the time I first saw her." He gently 
laid his hand on Johanna's arm ; but the arm was 
twitched away. 

" Good daughter, forsooth ! " cried she ; 
"how shall I ever have the least trust in her 
again?" 

"One woman should have pity on another," 
pursued Claude. "A mother should have pity 
on her child. The Lord has pity on us all." 

She was going to reply in the same harsh, 
cutting manner as before, when some softer influ- 
ence suddenly came over her. With tears in her 
eyes, she went up to her daughter and put her 
arm round her neck. 

" Oh, mother, I can't bear this !" cried Jaque- 
line. " I thought you would never — " and she 
clung to her in tears. 

When the first gush of emotion was over, 
Claude gently said, " Let us pray." They all 
knelt down. 

" And now, farewell," said he, when his prayer 
was over. 
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"Going?" cried Schiller, "just as we find 
time to think of you as well as of ourselves?" 

" Yes, my good friend, I have nothing more 
to do here. My work calls me hence." 

" How can we shew our sense of your kind- 
ness?" 

" Very simply. Your daughter has a book 
I have given her ; let her read in it to you fre- 
quently, till I come again. For I may come again 
some day." 

" Won't you even break bread with us before 
you depart?" 

" To tell you the truth, I could not swallow 
just now. No, I am not hungry — I feel some- 
thing of what our Lord felt when He said, ' I have 
meat to eat that ye know not of ; my meat is to 
do the will of Him that sent me.' Old man !" — 
and he laid his hand on Schiller's shoulder with 
extreme solemnity and gentleness, " your daughter 
has committed a great fault; has shunned a greater. 
And if," turning to Jaqueline, who listened to 
him with suspended breath, " if you now apply 
with a true, penitent heart, to the cleansing blood 
of Christ, instead of to any delusive acts of super- 
stition, God will blot out your transgressions, and 
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your sins will he remember no more. You will 
find all about it in that book ; read it day and 
night 1 read and pray !" 

In another minute he was gone. 

Was Claude prudent in thus proclaiming to 
one who had so lately transgressed, the full, free 
promises of the Gospel? Let us answer this 
question by asking others: — Is justification by 
faith promised, or is it not? Did Jesus Christ 
preach it with reserve to publicans and sinners ? 
Does it not, whatever man's theories about it may 
be, — does it not practically bring forth the fruits 
of good and holy living ? Is faith the root or the 
branch ? Is morality the fruit or the root ? Can 
anything so break the stubborn heart as the dis- 
covery that God is love? That he loves us 
sinners while he hates our sins, and that his most 
earnest desire is to free us from their power and 
their penalty ? Let us once feel his love to be 
ours, and a life of holy obedience is sure to follow! 
All experience is for it, even though all argu- 
ment should be against it. 

However, all we have to do is to relate the 
story of a man who firmly believed the doctrine 
of justification by faith, and who acted upon it, 

L 
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Claude was now taking the road to Bonn as if 
treading upon air. His heart was light, and over- 
flowing with cheerfulness; all nature seemed to 
sympathize with him, the very hills to dap their 
hands, and the valleys to laugh and sing. No 
hyperboles were too strong; no metaphors too 
bold to express the gladness which universal 
nature displayed around him. As he passed 
under the trees laden with ripe plums and apples 
along the way-side, the peasants who were gather- 
ing them threw him handfuls of ripe fruit, with 
a cheerful greeting ; and never did ripe plum or 
apple taste more delicious. In front of cottage 
doors, busy housewives were setting trays of plums 
and cherries to dry in the sun, or hanging strings 
of sliced apples from the window-sills. " In 
how many ways," thought he, " is our good God 
generous to us ! In the spring he brings forth 
the tender blades and young blossoms, in the 
autumn he pours the abundant fruits of the earth 
into our bosoms, good measure, pressed down 
and running over. O Lord our Governor ! how 
excellent is thy name in all the earth !" 

His mind was so buoyant, so full of pleasant 
thoughts, as to give him sources of enjoyment 
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independent of outward circumstances. He 
thought of the Schillers with complacence, and 
made out for himself, in imagination, some out- 
line, which was in fact, not far from the reality, 
of poor Jaqueline's homeward journey, her disap- 
pointment at his not rejoining her, her fears of 
meeting her parents alone, and her hanging about 
the cottage after nightfall, and sleeping in some 
bam or outhouse, with a feeling of their protec- 
tion about her though they knew not she was at 
hand. He thought of her probable future ; and 
prayer for her formed itself in his heart, 

TTien he thought of the town, the festival, the 
preaching friar, the pickpocket, and the pigs, — of 
Mrs. Amelia, of Barbara, of Dr. Bauer, of Mar- 
garet Miiller, of the poor artist: — they seemed 
like figures in a dream, or shades in a magic 
lantern, so quickly had they vanished, one after 
another. 

Then he lingered with sedate sweetness on the 
thought of Hans. He felt that, short as their 
intercourse had been, he could esteem that man 
as his brother. He thought of Lisa with an 
interest and tenderness he had never felt for a 
woman before. TTiere was nothing to draw him 
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back to her, their paths did not run parallel, it 
was not likely he would ever see her again, he 
had no desire but to go right on ; and yet he was 
conscious of a delicious feeling towards her, pass- 
ing the love of a brother. Again his heart 
formed a prayer ; it was for her conversion. 

Then he thought of that benevolent old woman. 
Mother Agnes. Those deep violet-blue eyes, that 
expressive smile, so lovely even in age, — what 
must they have been at the age of Lisa ? That 
spontaneous kindness, that cheerfulness and acti- 
vity, which made her a match for any one in the 
family ; how richly Heaven had endowed her with 
gifts that no money could purchase ! Insensible 
and unimpressionable, nevertheless, to everything 
relating to spiritual life ! Could such an one go 
on to the end, along the broad path leading to 
destruction, chatting and smiling as she went? 
No. He had faith that God must have marked 
her for his own. 

Then, those two pretty boys, with voices like 
larks, and faces like cherubs — if he were a father, 
he should like two just such curly, chubby, 
funny, loving little rogues to be his own. 

Lord Coldingham again; with so much to be 
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proud of, and no pride— those two high-born, 
high-minded girls, with intellect and purity 
stamped on their open brows — and that jocund, 
light-hearted young fellow in the rumble, up to 
anything, equal to anything ! — Claude's thoughts 
were presently off to merry England. 

And now, just as night is falling, he enters 
Bonn, Lord Coldingham is there also, but they 
put up in very different quarters. 
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THE STEAK-BOAT. 

THOUGH daylight had scarcdy foded, the 
enormous saloon of the Hotel de I'EtiMle, 
in which a hundred and fifty persons were seated 
at the table dh6te, was in a blaze of illumi- 
nation ; scores of waiter? were hunying hither 
and Uiither, presenting dishes to each guest in 
succession, or bearing immense piles of plates ; a 
noisy band perfonnii^ opera airs was nearly 
drowned in the clatter of knives and forks and 
the hum of many voices ; and it occurred to 
John Perry that there could hardly have been 
more hubbub at Bebhazzar's Feast. 

At the more plebeian table of the Boule d'Or, 
in the boui^ois quarter of the city, Claude found 
a number of sha^y, heavy-headed tradesmen, 
supping tt^ther instead of in the bosom of their 
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own families ; each with a long pipe that nearly 
reached from his mouth to the floor, and with a 
pint of wine before him. They were so obscured 
in a doud of smoke of their own raising, that 
Claude, whom the smell of tobacco always affected 
with nausea, felt his best refuge would be in bed. 
As soon, therefore, as he had discussed his frugal 
meal, he retired to his chamber, and slept pro- 
foundly till daybreak. 

When he awoke, the blue Rhine was trembling 
and sparkling in the rising sun. He sprang up, 
dressed, prayed, partook his early breakfast, and 
hastened to the river-side. In passing a cross 
street, he saw a man just turning out of sight in 
advance of him, whom he knew in a moment to 
be his old persecutor: and could hardly help 
smiling to think that, this time, he saw him, him- 
self unseen. But what if his old foe, unseen, 
had seen him already ? overnight ? He had. 

Claude found his way to the steam-boat, which 
was moored close alongside the quay, apart from 
it only the length of a plank. He entered it at 
once ; the men were at their breakfasts, sitting 
about the deck, and exchanging a few words, now 
and then, with a few companions sitting on the 
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quay, Claude took out his little Bible and began 
to read to himself. Presently a lull in the con- 
versation ensued : shortly afterwards, a man with 
his mouth full observed, " Come, master, as you 
are amusing yourself, you may as well amuse us. 
Read us a spell." 

Claude, looking up at him, and then all around 
on his audience, whom he took in at a glance, 
immediately raised his right arm and hand before 
him, with a gesture that, had it not been so 
perfectly natural to him, might have been called 
theatrical, but, as it was, had something in it 
singularly impressive; and after a single moment's 
pause, that was just sufficient to fasten every eye 
upon him, he burst forth in his soul-stirring 
manner, with— 

" ' Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to 
the waters, and he that hath no money ; come ! 
buy, and eat; yea, come, buy wine and milk 
without money and without price.' " 

— ^And so on to the end of the chapter. The 
eflFect was electrical. The men drew about him, 
rapt, absorbed ; just as we see them portrayed in 
one of Pinelli's etchings, grouped on the quay of 
Naples, listening to an improvisatore who sings 
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the adventures of Rinaldo — one with Iiis hands 
clasped round his knee, another with his arm 
resting on his companion's shoulder, another with 
his arms folded on his chest, his teeth set, his eye 
fixed, his soul in the world of dreams. As for 
Claude, like his Divine Master, he taught from 
the ship, while a cluster of his hearers stood on th6 
shore. Having read the chapter straight through, 
with amazing power and fire for an unlearned man 
who had only zeal and a good natural taste to 
guide him, he closed the book, though one or two 
bade him " go on ; " for he saw steam-boat 
passengers trooping down to the quay with porters 
and luggage, and the next moment the noisy bell 
rang, and the deck was covered with people* 
Volumes of black smoke were now issuing fi-om 
the chimney, men were bustling about, talking, 
leave-taking, and pulling off their hats. Claude 
continued at the side of the vessel, which was 
just on the point of starting, when a crowd of 
excited-looking people rushed down towards it, 
crying, " A Jonah on board ! A Bible-Mame- 
luke ! Over with him ! Into the water with him I 
Trundle him over to us, and we'll make short 
work with him ! " 
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— " Aha, my boys, don't you wish you may get 
him ! " cried John Perry in EngUsh, as the boat 
moved off. " Was will er?*' shouted he derisively, 
and shaking his clenched hand at them as the 
distance between them increased. The men made 
violent gestures at him and at Claude in return, 
while all the others along the water-side, with 
pational poUteness, were puUing off their hats. 

" What jolly fun ; " said John Perry, address- 
ing himself to Claude, and raising his hand on 
high to dap it into the open palm of the other 
with more cordiality, "what did they want of 
you ? why should they throw you into the river ? 
Just for reading a chapter in the Bible? My 
3enses 1 " — 

" You didn't know I was here," continued he, 
setting in for a regular gossip, "I'm running down 
to Cologne, to fetch up Mrs. Evans, who has 
run aground for want of knowing foreign lan- 
guages. Are you going as far ? " 

" I am going on to Rotterdam." 

" Oh I — our course lies quite the other way — 
I think we shall push on to Bohemia. — By that 
time Sir Charles will have returned, and we shall 
get back for Miss Eyre to be married. Look 
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here ! I've bought a horn. Second-hand, for ten 
florins. I don't know if its a very good one, 
because I've been afraid of blowing it very loud, 
lest I might annoy Lord Coldingham ; though 
there was such a row at the tahU d*hote last 
night, that I did not think one noise more would 
have made much difference. Just between courses, 
I did step out and give one little blow.* Unfortu- 
nately, the note that came out wasn't in the key 
the band were playing in, and I was obliged to 
hush it up directly — like what Miss Ellen calls 
making sons etouffis on her harp. One of the 
waiters, running by, gave me such a look ! I 
pretended I was only blowing my nose, and 
smuggled it away in my handkerchief. To repay 
myself, I shall get up on the top of one of these 
hills, and blow like .... like to blow your head 
off." 

" What a beautiful river this is ! " said Claude. 

" You may say so," returned John, " and yet 
it's not so much the river as the banks. Hills 
and plains, and wide champaigns. Mountains, 
rocks, and snow-white flocks. Castles high, 
that touch the sky. Oh my, oh my I it's all my 
eye." 
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" If you had an eye, you would not say so/' 
observed Claude. 

" Yes, I should, because I only said so for 
fun. Taken as a whole, Germany 's nothing to 
England ; but with regard to rocks and castles on 
them, it flogs Kent ! " 

" To me, now, the rocks and mountains appear 
like toys/' said Claude. 

" You must have been in Switzerland, then, 
I'm thinking," said John. *' Ah, by the by, you 
are Swiss, I remember. You come from where 
they sing, — 

''Venite tuttii bianchi e rossi, 
Neri e—r 

" Do you know now," interrupted Claude with 
a forced smile that went off into something very 
like a sob, " that's just what I can't stand !" 

"Can't you?" said John with surprise; and 
at the same time a passenger at the other end of 
the deck who had caught the fragment of the air 
John was humming, took it up on a flageolet. 
• "Strange, is not it?" said Claude, his eyes 
filling so fast that he was quite ashamed of him- 
self, " strange, that a bit of a tune like that should 
make me see my mother at her cottage door 



Claude the Colporteur. 157 

looking towards the cow-pastures« and my sister 
Fran9oise, who has long been dead, coming across 
the meadow -in the evening sun—" 

— He could "daub it no longer/' as Edgar 
says in King Lear, but fairly laid his head down 
on his arms, and wept as if his heart would break* 

" Poor fellow, poor fellow," said John com- 
passionately, " I've heard something before of 
this strange disease you Swiss are subject to— 
mal depay" 

** Not quite so bad as that," said Claude, 
wiping his eyes, and then gushing out again, 

"'2Tw that, I say, and nothing short of it," 
said John positively. ** Malady de pay — maVs 
short for malady, I've heard my lord speak of 
it. You'll have to go back to your own country, 
my poor fellow ; nothing else will cure you." 

" Oh, yes, it's passing off," said Claude, 
drying his eyes. 

" Do you know," said John, " I was about to 
ask you some questions about that country of 
yours, because it's a land I much desire to see, 
and very likely sliall see next summer; but as 
you're so tender upon it, I won't allude to it any 



more," 
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"Ask me what questions you will," replied 
Claude, " nothing will do me so much good as 
talking of it." 

And for the next two hours the two men were 
in earnest and almost continuous conversation on 
Switzerland, only pausing now and then to bestow 
a passing and pre-occupied attention on the ever 
changing beauties of the river banks. John had 
so many questions to put, wholly disconnected, 
and some of them enough to puzzle GEdipus, 
that the dialogue for some time took the form of 
a catechism ; but at length it gave place to almost 
continuous narrative. Claude went over his own 
history, then went back to the early history and 
persecutions of the Vaudois, not omitting the 
"Glorious Return" of Henri Arnaud; all which 
to hear did John Perry seriously incline. They 
sat a little way apart from every one but an 
unsociable, sick, or sleepy voyager, wrapped in 
his cloak, with his foraging cap pulled over his 
eyes, who lay on a bench a little way off; and 
who, after a few muttered pishes and pshaws at 
having his own meditations or slumbers disturbed 
by so much talking, at length applied himself 
quietly to listen to every word that was said, and 
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found himself not paid amiss. for his trouble. 
Once or twice an irrepressible smile at John's 
remarks only escaped observation under shelter of 
his cloak-collar ; once or twice, as Claude related 
the fortitude and long-suffering of his people, or 
spoke of the various exercises his own constancy 
had been exposed to, the eavesdropper became 
intently interested; once or twice, even a tear, 
strange visitant ! found its way into his eye. At 
length, John, suddenly finding himself very hun- 
gry, and observing other people going to dinner, 
Said he must go and make friends with some one 
going below, and bade Claude accompany him. 
Claude, with a smile, shook his head, and pro- 
duced a roll. 

" Ha ! " cried John, " 'tis that low diet that 
ruins your constitution, and makes the least thing 
upset you. Come along with me." 

Claude declined, and, when John had left him, 
resumed his book. A bridal couple, rather tired 
of themselves and of each other, amused tliem- 
selves at a distance from him by betting what 
his book was likely to be. At length, to settle 
the wager, they approached Claude. 

** You seem interested in your reading, my 
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good fellow," said the gentleman very conde- 
scendingly ; " pray, what may your book be ? " 

"The Bible, sir," said Claude. "Do you 
wish to buy it?" 

" No, thanke'e," said the other very hastily ; 
and retreating with his companion, he observed 
to her in English, " Sharp practice, that ! Never 
knew a cooler thing in my life 1" 

The lady tittered. The gentleman was going 
to make some additional remark, when he was 
checked by Claude's stepping up to him. 

*'Why did you say 'Sharp practice,' sir?" 
said he respectfully, in English. "You asked 
me, of your own accord, the name of my book ; 
it was the last I had on hand, of many that 
I have been selling about the country ; and as in 
many instances they have been purchased with 
avidity, as containing • the pearl of great price,' 
I thought it possible you might desire to have 
one. That was all.'* 

And he withdrew to his old place, as gently as 
he came. 

"Hang the fellow," said the gentleman, laughing 
rather foolishly, " who would have thought of his 
knowing English ? " 
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John Perry came up at this moment. " See 
what I've got for you here," said he, producing 
sundry apples and nuts. "These are the things 
you'll like, /know! You spare feeders with low 
spirits and weak stomachs are always fond of these 
indigestible commodities. And I like them too; 
they don't disagree with me; nothing does but the 
German water. So now we'll go shares; nature 
has given us good nut-crackers. . . I've been think- 
ing of you while I was away, and the sum of my 
thoughts is, that if you would have plenty of boiled 
beef and carrot, roast beef and horse-radish, boiled 
mutton and turnips, three times a-day, you'd have 
no more of this mal de pay,'* 

By the time they approached Cologne, these 
two men had made as much progress in each 
other's liking, as many would have taken a couple 
of months to accomplish. 

" Now then, here we come,'* said John, " to 
where the people live in lots, all among the chimr 
ney-pots. . . . Eleven thousand virgins — I don't 
believe there were ever so many unmarried young 
women in one place at one time. Ah, there's 
Mother Evans on the look out for me — that neat 
old lady in the black silk gown." 

M 
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"Old?" said Claude, "she does not look 
forty." 

" Won't see thirty again, though," said John, 
" so she's no chicken. But as good a soul, when 
you come to know her! — why, she's been like a 
second mother to our young ladies! I fancy 
there's many a mother in high life has fretted less 
for a child, than Mrs. Hevans did for Miss Ellen, 
when she thought she would not get over the 
scarlet fever. Now, she sees me. Well, they 
must disembogue me here, so God bless you, 
good bye ! I like you, my boy, and I hope we 
shall meet again." 

When Claude reached Rotterdam, he went to a 
small 'quiet-looking house, in a quiet street, at the 
end of which might be caught a glimpse of a barge- 
laden canal, glittering in the sun, and bordered 
with tall trees, under which men were busy among 
casks, trucks, and bales of goods. Claude, entering 
the quiet house by a passage, the cleanliness of 
which was in agreeable contrast to the dirty 
German entrances, tapped at a door on the ground - 
floor, and was bidden " come in." He entered a 
room furnished almost as plainly as a counting- 
house^ the sole occupant of which was a pale. 
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reverend looking man, advanced in life, who might 
fitly have represented one of the early Huguenot 
ministers. He was intently engaged in writing ; 
but when he looked up and saw Claude, he appeared 
pleased rather than surprised. 

" Well," said he, "returned at last ! You have 
been much in my mind and in my prayers. What 
success, this time?" 

Claude sat down and gave a detailed account of 
his doings, which, as they dated from an earlier 
point than that at which we have taken up his 
history, occupied considerable time. He spoke of 
dangers, difficulties, obstacles, successes and en- 
couragements: of new ground broken, and of old 
converts re-visited. His auditor listened with 
great interest, and asked many questions. 

" So you have come back empty-handed," said 
he at length. 

" No, I have one copy still left," said Claude, 
producing it. And he then drew from his bosom 
a leathern purse, and accurately reckoned and paid 
down the money the books had brought him. 

"That for yourself," said his auditor, putting 
an inconsiderable sum into his hand, "but are you 
sure I give you enough?" 
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"Oh yes! I would rather not be burthened 
with more. It is enough and more than enough 
for my needs. You see, I so often get free quarters." 

" The labourer is worthy of his hire, my dear 
friend. You accept a crust, and leave a blessing. 
Well, are you tired of your work yet?" 

" Oh no ! I love it more than ever." 

" God be praised ! On the whole, I think we 
are making a little way." 

" Oh yes ; but what is one among so many ? 
There ought to be a hundred in the field — in this 
one field!" 

His friend smiled and shook his head. " I 
shall not live to see that," said he. 

" Nor I, I am afraid," said Claude. " How- 
ever, what one man can do, I will do. When will 
my fresh supply of Bibles be ready?" 

" When shall you be prepared to start ? " 

" To-morrow." 

"To-morrow?" 

" Not to-day, sir, because my shoes want 
mending; and my spare shirt and socks want 
washing." 

" My good fellow, why start off again so soon 
as to-morrow? You want a little rest." 
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" Oh no, I am as fresh as a lark ! You know 
I was on board the steamer all yesterday. That 
was entire rest." 

"Well, the books shall be ready for you to- 
night — then, you can start when you will. 
Which course are you thinking of taking next ? " 

" Have you any wishes on the subject?" 

" Oh no ! I leave everything to you." 

" I was thinking, then, sir, I should like to 
visit a few of the acquaintance I made on my 
first round, and see how they fare. After that, I 
might be guided by circumstances." 

" Precisely so. I have long felt it best to trust 
all the details to yourself. Well, go and get your 
shoes mended or buy a new pair, and return to 
dine with Cathos and me at one o'clock. But 
fail not, in the interim, to look in on Mr. Vander- 
velt. I know he wants to see you." 

" I will, sir. Then, farewell for the present — 
we shall have ample time for farther talk at 
dinner." 

" God be with you." 

And the old man calmly resumed his pen as 
Claude closed the door. Claude next proceeded 
to the residence of one of the merchant princes of 
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Rotterdam, overlooking the principal canal. It 
was a princely mansion. Noble stone-steps, 
heavily carved architraves, pannelled walls hung 
with Dutch paintings, and the ceiling of the 
principal saloon painted with the Four Seasons, 
betokened the abode of commercial opulence ; 
yet the counting-house formed part of the dwell- 
ing, and the wealthy merchant always dined with 
his family at one o'clock, and returned immedi- 
ately afterwards to business. He received Claude 
with cordiality, listened with interest to his narra- 
tive, which he told succinctly, put several per- 
tinent questions, offered him a small sum of 
money, and, on its being declined, did not press 
it on him, but bade him remember he might have 
It whenever he wanted it. After this, a short 
conversation, strictly and personally religious, 
ensued ; after which, the merchant shook hands 
with Claude and dismissed him. He went on his 
various errands about the town, then returned to 
dine with the venerable Mr. Boer and his pretty 
daughter, and spent an hour or two afterwards in 
conversation with them. 

He slightly altered his plans, so as not to start 
on the following day, which was Saturday, but to 
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remain to spend a quiet Protestant Sabbath in 
Rotterdam^ and gather new mental and spiritual, 
not to say bodily strength and refreshment, before 
he commenced a fresh progress. This gave him 
time for a little completer refitting than he had at 
first, in his ardour, deemed needful ; for Claude, 
in his few personal requirements, travelled as 
light of luggage, independent of his books, as an 
early apostle, providing neither two coats for his 
journey nor two pair of shoes, and very little gold, 
silver, or brass ; merely a change of linen which 
he could get washed in any village where he 
tarried for a day and a night. Thus, light of 
purse and baggage, light of foot, and light of 
heart, he quitted Rotterdam on Monday morning 
with a heavily-laden bag slung round his neck by 
a strap, which, to a less zealous traveller than 
himself, would have been no slight burthen. 





CHAPTER XII. 

CLAUDE S0W9 BV THE WAYSIDE. 

CLAUDE took advantj^e of a steam-boat for 
the first two or three hours of his progress: 
theo he disembarked, or " disembogued " as John 
Perry called it, and proceeded briskly over ground 
well known to him. He encountered and passetl 
several waggons laden with white deal tubs of 
various sizes, for the approaching vintage, and 
presently reached an open spot where scores of 
these waggons were drawn up in the shade and 
their contents spread about the ground in profu- 
sion, while a regular market or fair was going on 
among a considerable number of peasants. Here 
Claude paused to draw breath, and sat down to 
rest on a shaft of one of the empty waggons. A 
man, playing a wild kind of music on a rustic 
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pipe sat near, under the hedge, while one or two 
Dutch-built little urchins were uncouthly but 
merrily gambolling to his melody, and a few 
idlers hung about. When the man ceased play- 
ing, Claude dropped a few words which led to 
a desultory kind of conversation. By and by, 
his grand subject was quietly broached, his bag 
opened, and a few of his books disposed of. He 
continued talking to these poor people for some 
time, till they were drawn away from him by 
their needful affairs. After this, the business 
of the fair went on so briskly that he found 
no other opening ; and, guessing from his fore- 
gone acquaintance with such scenes, that as the 
day waned chaflfering would only be exchanged 
for waltzing and beer- drinking, he pursued his 
way. 

Presently he came in sight of a village church, 
with steep tiled roof and strange -looking spire. 
The crosses over the graves in the little church- 
yard were hung with garlands, and with little cups 
of holy water. Across the opposite field was an 
old manorial residence, something in the style of 
Rubens' country-house; and along the road in 
front of it walked a stately, elderly couple, who 
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might have represented Teniers and his wife, with 
their footboy at their heels. 

A little farther on, he came to the modest 
dwelling of the vicar of the little church, who waa 
just stepping from his door, and seeing Claude 
approach with his burthen, paused for a moment 
to see if he had any business with him. Claude 
presented to him one of his books. The moment 
the vicar ascertained what it was, his face became 
inflamed, and he exclaimed, " You infamous 
monster ! is this the way you dare to come and 
infest the village with your bad books, and poison 
the minds of my poor, simple people, with your 
impious doctrine?" 

" Be calm, sir," interposed Claude, " and see 
if you are warranted in treating me so harshly." 

"Are you not," continued the vicar, angrily, 
" the garde champitre of Fluy ?" 

" No, I am not." 

" At any rate, are you not a Protestant, a rene- 
gade, a heretic?" 

" Ah, sir," said Claude, " your heat has taken 
away your memory, and you do not just now 
recollect the precept of the Apostle, to reply with 
mildness and charity to those who differ in senti- 
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ment from you, and by those means to avoid all 
irritating disputes. Moderate your displeasure, 
I beseech you, and see whether the copies of the 
Holy Scriptures which I offer you are not faithful 
translations from the Vulgate version sanctioned 
by your Church." 

Instead of doing this, the vicar became more 
enraged. " Where is your hawker's licence ?" 
said he ; "I don't believe you have one.'* 

Claude exhibited it. 

" That's nothing, nothing at all," said he, 
scarcely glancing at it, " it merely authorizes you 
to sell books in general, not Bibles in particular, 
as I shall soon make you know, in the presence 
of a magistrate. "What will you say then ?" 

" Time enough, sir, to think what I shall say 
when I am in his presence," replied Claude, 
calmly but firmly. " Our Lord himself has left 
me a plain direction what to do in that case. 
' Settle it therefore in your heart, not to meditate 
beforehand what ye shall answer, for I will give 
you a mouth and wisdom, which all your adver- 
saries shall not be able to gainsay or resist ; ' see, 
here is the passage, — Luke, twenty -one, four, 
teen." 
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" Have you the assurance to compare your- 
self to one of the holy apostles ? " said the 
vicar. 

" No, sir ; these words were meant for the di- 
rection of all Christ's faithful people." 

"A gloss, a mere gloss. All denominations 
would in that case avail themselves of it. You 
are a pestilent fellow, who not only hawk dan- 
gerous matter, but make it more dangerous still 
by your own misinterpretations. I have no 
patience with you I " 

" Alas, sir, you should have nothing but pa- 
tience with me ! " 

" Don't bandy words with me, man, or I'll 
hale you before the magistrate ! " And he seized 
him violently by the arm. 

" Well, sir, I am quite willing to be treated 
as the early Christians were." 

He dropped the unresisting arm. " I have 
changed my mind," said he, " you are not worth 
the trouble it would cost me ; besides, I remem- 
ber our magistrate has just gone from home to 
the next town. I shall take some precautionary 
measures, however, against you." 

And, darting an angry look at the passive col- 
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porteur, he brushed past him, and hastily walked 
forward towards the village. 

Claude guessed that he should find every door 
closed against him, and he was right. People 
reviled him as he passed along without his speak- 
ing a word, and children threw mud and stones 
at him. He remembered Jesus and the Samari- 
tans ; and passed on to another village. 

Evening was now drawing on apace, and Claude 
began to feel the want of some refreshment. He 
saw at the entrance of the village he was ap- 
proaching, in the midst of a pleasant orchard, 
a coffee-house, the white-washed walls of which 
were picked out with pea-green paint, and having 
a cool, shady veranda running round it, under 
which he thought he should gladly make his 
dinner and supper together. A woman stood at 
the door with a huge coffee-mill in her hands ; 
and on his making his wishes known to her, she 
cheerfully promised him some capital coffee ; but 
a peasant inside the house, who had entered just 
before him, after scowling at him for a moment, 
cried, " That's the knave that has just been chased 
from our village for vending pestilent books. Our 
good vicar came round to us and warned us 
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against him, just in time. Have nothing to do 
with him." 

" Certainly I will not ! " cried the woman, 
crossing herself; nor could Claude's mildest ex- 
postulations procure any remission of his sentence. 
Hungry, thirsty, and annoyed, he shouldered his 
bag and went on. 

" Well," thought he, "it is not the first time — 
and it was our Lord's portion. Hungry, and 
weary, he had not where to lay his head." 

At the end of the village, he saw a shop where 
he went in and bought bread, but he did not offer 
any of his merchandize for sale. He trudged on 
eating his roll as he went, hoping, before night 
fell, to reach another village. Presently, by 
the road -side, he saw a group of persons sitting, 
while a tilted cart was drawn up near them, and 
a small, lean horse, was eating some coarse grass 
a woman was cutting for it with a sickle from 
under the bank. Her companions consisted of a 
man and two small figures, apparently of children, 
huddled together under a coarse doak, with 
whom he was sharing some bread and cheese. 

" Good evening, friends," said Claude, ap- 
proaching. 
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" Good evening, master," returned the man. 

" How far is it to the next village ? " 

" Have you never been this road before ? " said 
the man bluntly. 

" I have, but it was some time ago, and I am 
not quite sure of my course. I want a night's 
lodging." 

" Then you must push on, or you won't get one 

when you reach D ," said the man, " for they 

close early, and all the folks will be gone to 
bed." 

" Are you going thither ? " 

" Yes, but I don't want to get there till all the 
folks are gone to bed. I want to slip through the 
place unnoticed. We sleep in the cart. Keep 
quiet, then, can't ye ? " said he, dealing a hard 
blow on the head of one of the little figures 
before him, which suddenly slipped out of its 
hood to survey Claude, and betrayed to him the 
pink eyes and white hair of a diminutive Albino. 

" Oh ! don't strike the child ! " cried Claude, 
hastily. 

"Child? he's older than you think — I've a 
pair on 'em, and am carrying 'em to the next fair, 
so, you see, it's my policy to keep 'em close ; for 
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folks won't pay to see what they can see for 
nothing. But the little wretches are as malicious 
and humoursome as toads." And he spitefully 
hit each of them again, which was answered by a 
couple of sharp wails. 

" You may tell by the very pitch of their shrill 
pipes how cantankerous they be/' said he. 

" Well/' said Claude, I shall go forward, since 
my presence seems only to get them into trouble ; 
but remember, my friend, that a merciful man is 
merciful even to his beast." 

" Who says I'm unmerciful ? " said the show- 
man, " I'm sure wy beast yonder is getting a good 
supper, and rest too/' 

" Well— don't be harder on your little Albinos 
than on your old horse." 

" It's easy for you to say that, but they're a 
deal more troublesome to manage. You've no 
notion how vicious these little shreds of mortality 
are. Why, if I were to put my little finger 
between their teeth, they'd bite me like ferrets ! 
they'd bite it oflF ! " 

" But do you think they would bite me ? " 

" Try ! I should like to see ! " cried the show- 
man, bursting into a fit of laughter, and pulling 
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the covering aside from the " two faces under a 
hood." Claude was almost startled at the abrupt 
revelation of the two queer little monsters, 
crouched together as if united by some mysterious 
bond like the Siamese twins, and having their 
natural peculiarities enhanced by their fantastic 
dresses of black velvet, fringed and spangled with 
silver. His attentive look, which doubtless in- 
voluntarily conveyed something of his inward 
feeling of repulsion, was answered by their sharp, 
silent gaze of defiance ; but as he became sensible 
of this, and remembered how the passions and 
emotions of young and irrational creatures are 
often the absolute mirrors of those who are 
regarding them, and as he remembered that in 
these diminutive forms were enshrined immortal 
souls, doubtless stunted hke their bodies for want 
of any the least proper culture, his benevolent 
heart softened towards the little unfortunates, 
and expressed itself through his soft and gentle 
eyes. Gradually their eyes became fixed, and lost 
their ferret-like expression, as their minds evi- 
dently became sensible of the change. He silently, 
affectionately smiled on them; they clung to one 
another, without ever removing their strange gaze 
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from him; they seemed to feed on that affec- 
tionate look, and something like a quiet smile 
began to dawn over their faces. 

" Look," said Claude quietly to the man, 
without removing his eyes from the Albinos. 
" Do you see no change ? " 

" 'Tis a miracle ! " exclaimed the showman, 
staring at them open-mouthed. 

" No miracle but that of kindness," said 
Claude. " See how easily you might rule them 
by the law of love. ^You might guide them with 
a rein of silk.*' 

" You'd be a famous fellow," cried the show- 
man, suddenly, "to be a keeper in a lunatic 
asylum, with that eye of yours ! I never saw 
anything like it." 

"There's nothing in the eye, only in the ex- 
pression." 

"Well, expression or whatever it is, I'd give 
something to have one like it. But I'm not up to 
that game." 

" Try. There's no secret in it." 

" Oh, 'tis no use trying, I know. You see, 
I've a temper." 

" Ah, that's where the secret is," said Claude. 
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*' Well, try to curb your temper, now you see 
how useful it will be to you. God's blessing be 
on you in the endeavour. Good night !" 

" Stay ! Won't you have a bit of bread and 
cheese ? " 

" No, thank you. Good night, my little 
friends." 

And he passed his hand caressingly over the 
little floss-silk polls of the Albinos. They uttered 
a low wail of regret at his departure, and the girl 
held towards him her fragment of bread. Smiling, 
he bit off a little piece of it, and, as he returned 
it, put his finger between her teeth. She did not 
bite him, but laughed, like a little child. He 
looked expressively at the showman, and they both 
laughed. "Farewell!" he again cried cheerily; 
and, waving his hand, passed on. 

If it be objected that Claude neglected here 
and there to press an advantage and avail himself 
of an opening for doing more than he did, I can 
only say tliat he had much ground to get over, 
that the fields were white unto harvest, and he 
the solitary reaper ; and that his Lord and Master, 
whom he followed as closely as he could in all 
things, when urged by the people of various places 
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to continue longer with them, refused, saying, 
" I must preach the kingdom of God to other 
cities also ; for therefore am I sent." 

It was now nearly dark, and still Claude was 
toiling on towards " the wished-for haven where 
he would be." Suddenly he heard the lumbering 
sound of a heavy horse advancing along the road 
from behind him. Presently the horse and his 
rider passed him, and though the obscurity was 
now such that he could dimly make out their 
forms, his own outline, it appeared, was better 
discerned by the horseman, who having ridden 
a little in advance, drew his rein for a minute to 
shout out to him, ** The day is coming when all 
you Blues shall be exterminated ! a second St. 
Bartholomew ! so, look to it — Aha ! " and with 
a yell of execration he galloped on. 

Claude judged this unknown ill-wisher might 
be the peasant who had caused his expulsion from 
the coffee-house; and he augured no good to 
himself from such a courier preceding him to the 
next village. Nor were his presentiments ground- 
less. When he reached it, no one would take 
him in ; many, in fact, had retired for the night 
and were already asleep ; others, who were shut- 
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ting up, roughly denied him a lodging, even 
though he should pay for it in advance. Lonely 
and weary, he crept on his way, and presently 
found himself beyond the village, under a sand- 
bank, a portion of which, having been dug away, 
left a little cave or den, in which he resolved to 
find shelter for the night. 

" Foxes have holes," thought he, " and birds 
of the air have nests ; I will, for once, take refuge 
with the sand-martin." 

He coiled himself up, with his bag behind him, 
and took out his remaining piece of bread. The 
stars were coming out brighter and brighter every 
minute, and he gazed at them with delight ; for 
he had learnt something of them from Mr. 
Herbert. 

" Aisch ! Kesil ! Mazzaroth ! " thought he, 
" you shine as brightly on me, and shed as sweet 
influences as you did, thousands of years ago, on 
Job and his friends. Not quite so brightly, 
perhaps, for I have heard that in that distant 
region of the east, the air is so clear that your 
rays emit distinct and divers colours, — as white, 
yellow, violet, and deep red. You, glorious Sirius, 
are supposed by the learned to be sixty times as 
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intrinsically brilliant as our sun. Well may He 
who created you be called Wonderful ! O 
Lord our Governor ! how excellent is thy name 
in all the world ! thou that hast set thy glory 
above the heavens ! " 

While Claude lay thus entranced and absorbed 
in the splendours of the starry host, he became 
aware of a slight noise a little way off, and the 
stealthy sound of wheels. Presently all became 
quiet ; but again he learnt that he had neighbours 
at no great distance from him, who seemed coming 
to a halt. They spoke in grumbling under-tones, 
and at length a rough voice said loudly enough 
for him to hear every syllable, " Pbilippa, where 
are Conrad's and Josepha's chains and pad- 
locks ? " 




.CHAPTER XIII. 

CONRAD AND JOSEPHA. 

HOW should I know?" rejoined Philippa 
sharply, " you took them off yourself in 
the morning, and most likely left them on the 
grass." 

" Yes, I know I laid them on the grass," re- 
turned the showman grumbling, " in order that 
you might pack them up along with the rest of 
the traps ; and I fancy you'll have to trudge back 
for them, old woman, if you've left them behind." 

" Trudge back yourself, then, if anybody's to 
trudge !" replied she; and a quarrel ensued, the 
details of which escaped Claude's ears, till he 
heard the man end it by saying, "Now then, 
young 'uns, tumble into your kennels, will ye ? " 
probably accompanying the word with a kick, to 
judge from the shrill cry that ensued. 

Claude guessed pretty well who his neighbours 
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were, and resolved to keep himself close, for he 
felt no pleasure in their vicinage. They were 
evidently a couple of brutal tramps, and he loathed 
the idea of their poor little captives being kept 
from straying, like a couple of dogs, by chain and 
padlock. The party apparently soon settled to 
rest, for all became quiet as death ; and Claude, 
after gazing up at the stars a while longer, and 
saying his prayers under his breath, fell into deep 
sleep. He was awakened at dead of night by 
a nightmare sensation of a heavy weight on his 
chest ; and the strangeness and discomfort of his 
position, added to the oppressive feeling under 
which he was labouring, caused a trembling sense 
of fear to creep over him, and made the perspira- 
tion cover his forehead. He experienced some- 
thing like terror on discovering that his nightmare 
was no fancy ; that something warm, soft, breath- 
ing, and comparatively heavy, actually lay curled 
up on his chest. It faintly murmured when he 
touched it, and when with a slight shudder he 
withdrew his hand and placed it beside him, 
again it encountered something warm, soft, and 
alive, nestling close to his side. For a moment 
the idea of a couple of young lambs or kids 
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occurred to him ; but the next instant he woke 
up sufficiently to recognise by the moonlight the 
little Albinos. They also were awake and peering 
into his eyes, and immediately began almost to 
smother him with soft kisses, laying their Uttle 
fingers on their lips in sign of silence. Then, 
scrambling down off his reclining body, they 
muttered something to each other, and shaking 
back their little spun- glass ringlets, seized one 
another by the hand, rushed out into the moon- 
light, and commenced capering, waltzing, and 
whirling each other round on the broad turf in per- 
fect silence, till Claude thought he could almost 
realize in them a pair of little fairy elves. 

All this was evidently done as much for his grati- 
fication as their own, for they frequently looked 
towards him to see if he were watching them, 
and then recommenced their little gambols, inter- 
lacing their tiny arms, retreating, returning, sepa- 
rating, reuniting, in perfect time, though to no 
music, but that of their own happy liberated 
spirits. It seemed the outpouring of infantine 
joy at their unaccustomed freedom, and of grati- 
tude to him who had been kind to them, though 
but in a passing caress : and for him they ran 
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their baby exercises o'er, voluntarily, after the 
fashion that they had been tutored by blows and 
starving, to exhibit them to the public* Claude 
utterly disbelieved what the showman had said 
with respect to their age, and felt convinced they 
were very young children; though, to enhance 
the marvel of their dwarfishness, they were dressed 
up like adults. 

Suddenly they ceased, made a low bow and 
curtsey, and then, darting back to him, climbed 
once more up his chest, clasped their little arms 
about his neck, and fastened their lips to his 
cheek as if in a perpetual kiss. He smiled, and 
after yielding for a minute or two to their ardent 
demonstrations of gratitude, attempted gently 
to put them off; but lo ! they were both fast 
asleep ! Claude was very fond of children; he had 
pity on these poor little wretches, he was not used 
to such sudden and caressing attachments, he was 
somehow melted and won — in short, he let the 
little creatures alone, sleeping soundly one on each 
side of him ; and presently fell sound asleep him- 
self. 

At daybreak he was awakened by hearing the 
showman exclaim in a voice of dismay — "Hey! 
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hilloa! why, the kennels are both empty! Phi- 
lippa, how's this? Here's a pretty business!" 

Claude advanced, with an Albino in each hand. 

" Here are your little charges, master," said he 
pleasantly, " they found me out, sleeping under a 
sand-bank, and didn't go far astray." 

" Hallo," said the man with a grim laugh, 
" they soon tracked you out. . .Well, -I owe you 
something for bringing them back to me, for they 
cost me a pretty penny. Will you breakfast with 
us?" 

" Gladly," said Claude, who was too hungry to 
be very fastidious. 

" My old lady will have some coffee for us pre- 
sently ; she's lighting a fire to boil it e'en now. I 
shall want something hot and strong to wind me 
up a bit, for we've got to turn back to where we 
were the night before last, to find the padlocks. 
If I sent her back, by herself she'd stop half-way 
to drink, and pretend she couldn't find 'em ; so 
to what good?" 

"To what good, indeed," repeated Claude. 
" However, I should hardly think it worth your 
while to undergo all that trouble for a few links of 
old iron. You might do without them." 
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" Use a cord, you mean/' said the show- 
man ; " why, they'd bite it through in no 
time!" 

"Use nothing of the sort," said Claude, "there's 
no need." 

" But we haven't room for 'em in the cart," 
said the man, " they're obliged to lie under it. 
See, here's a flap let down in the middle to divide 
'em, and a horse-cloth to draw round, a bed- case 
of tick that rolls up for each of 'em by day, and 
stuffs with hay or straw at night ; what more could 
they desire?" 

" Nothing more, plainly," said Claude, " espe- 
cially padlocks." 

"Ah, you've a maggot about this," said the 
man, " leave me alone to deal with the vermin ; 
I'm used to it and you're not." 

" Here's something to make you less crusty, 
Fritz," said Philippa, bringing him a steaming 
mess of coffee in a dirty tin mug. 

" Company first," said Fritz; "and yet, what 
shall I do then for my cup? for we haven't one to 
spare, and the young 'uns drink out of the same 
mug. You must go without, Philippa, or wait till 
I've done." 
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"You and I can do like the young 'uns, for 
once, and for manners," says Philippa. 

" Thank ye, I decline ! What's yours is mine, 
and what's mine's my own — That's matrimony all 
the world over." 

The little Albinos, without a word, put their cup 
into Claude's hands, and sat down at his feet, 
clasping each other and watching him with their 
singular eyes, as if it were quite breakfast enough 
for them to see him eat his. He smiled, patted 
their heads, and looked at Fritz. 

" The young 'uns have hit it," said Fritz, " they 
can wait till we've done. They shall have an extra 
bit of sugar for it." 

" Kindly thought of," said Claude, tasting his 
coffee, which was as thick as mud. " For my 
part, I can't bear being harsh with children, and 
I am sure these are younger than you think. The 
girl has not changed all her teeth." 

" You found that out last night, when you put 
your finger in her mouth," said Fritz, grinning. 
" You're a sharp 'un ! " 

" Well, I use my eyes, certainly." 

" And a precious good pair you've got. I think 
the more of you for being sharp. All the world's 
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divided into them that are sharp, and them that 
are not. Those Uttle 'uns, you've taken such a 
fancy to, are as sharp as needles." 

" Sharp enough to know it is their interest to 
love and be faithful to those who are kind to them/' 
said Claude. " Take my word for it, if you are 
kind to them, they will know their own interest 
too well to run away from you to any one who is 
not." 

" I've heard of chaps going about to make a 
disturbance about blackamoors being set free," 
said Fritz ; " are you the champion of white black- 
amoors? Because, these Albinos, you know, come 
from the same country as the blacks. There's 
the unnaturalness of it ! " 

" I never saw, scarcely ever heard of an Albino, 
till last night," said Claude. " As to unnatural- 
ness, God makes us of what colour He pleases. 
You and I may not wish we were black, but we 
could not help it if we were, any more than these 
Albinos can help being white." 

" That's as plain as my wife," said Fritz. 

" Now, why should others take advantage of 
us for what we can't help ?" said Claude. " And 
why should you be less kind to these poor forlorn 
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childr^i than you would be if they were of the 
same colour as yourself?" 

"How do you know that I am?" said 
Fritz. 

" Why, you would not chain and padlock 
German children." 

" Fd chain and padlock Philippa there, if she 
proved restive ! " replied he, savagely. " There's 
for you, now!" 

" Well, I'm sorry to hear it," said Claude, 
gulping down his coffee, which he now began to 
perceive was particularly bad. 

" So don't let's harp any longer on that string, 
if we're to keep friends," said Fritz. " We shall 
never understand one another." 

" That has been partly my fault. I put it to 
you, just now, as a matter of interest. I will now 
just hint it is a matter of duty." 

" What are you driving at ? " 

" Merely this, my dear friend — now, hear me 
patiently. You acknowledge, I suppose, that we 
both have a master." 

" I ? I'm my own master ! Who do you 
mean ? " 

" God." 
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' " He and I don't have much to say to one 
another," said Fritz, abruptly. 

" He has his eye constantly upon you, nevfer- 
theless. He has far more power to hurt you, 
than you have to hurt these children; because 
you can only hurt them in this world. He can hurt 
you in the next, for ever and ever ; and if He sees 
you hurting them wantonly, depend on it He will 
hurt you severely, some of these days. For He 
has said by the mouth of his own Son, ' Who- 
soever shall offend one of these little ones, it were 
better for him that a millstone were hanged about 
his neck, and that he were cast into the depth of 
the sea!'" 

" I object to this style of talk ! " said Fritz, 
gruffly. " Let's have no more of it, I say. 
You've had your breakfast out of me, and that's 
enough." 

" Well, I thank you for my breakfast, and wish 
you a good day. 1 will not trespass on you any 
longer. Perhaps, some time or other, we shall 
meet again." 

" I hope we shall not." 

Claude arose, bade Philippa farewell, nodded 
to the Albinos, and pursued his course. The 
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little creatures, who had wistfully been watching 
b&i Qpuntanance all the while he spoke« though it 
..WHS doubtful whether they understood his Ian- 
.guage, darted after him as fleetly as squirrels, 
when he departed, and dung to his legs, Fritz, 
taking up a sharp stone, sent it after Josepha with 
deliberate aim, and hit her severely on the ancle^ 
The poor little creature shrieked and fell on the 
ground. 

" Master ! master ! how can yoii be so piti- 
less ? " cried Claude, catching her up in his arms, 
and tenderly carrying her back in his bosom, 
fluttering like a little bird that we catch in our 
hand. He set her down a little way from Fritz ; 
and then approaching him, sat down close to his 
side and took his hard, homy, reluctant, unyieldt 
ing hand in his own. 

" How could you find it in your heart to do 
jthat?" said he, in his gentle voice. 

" None of your nonsense," said Fritz, trying 
to pluck away his hand, but not succeeding. He 
doggedly averted his face, however, from those 
searching eyes. 

" You think, now," said Claude, " that I have 
taken some unaccountable fancy to these little 
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creatures at first sight. It is not so, I assure yoti. 
At first, they rather repelled me ; it is only thrt 
I am natm^y fond of children. Had you ever 
a child?" 

" Oh, bother ! none of this," said Fritz. 

" Aye, that he bad, master," said Fhifippa, 
stepping up behind him, the hard mutdes of her 
face strongly working, " three of the prettiest 
dears you ever set eyes on. They all died young, 
more's the pity," 

" Other guess children from these," said Fritz, 
turning his face away from her, though towards 
Claude, but without looking up. " They were 
pretty, as she says, not like these little ferrets. 
Why, now, though you take on about Josepha so, 
do you know she's as wicked as she's little I" 

Claude fixed his eyes on the child upon the 
grass, who was intently watching him, though she 
was hardly near enough to hear what passed. 
He looked into her pink, glittering eyes, as if he 
would read her very soul : she wonderingly, but 
unshrinkingly, met his gaze. Claude was accus- 
tomed to read the faces of sinners, impenitent 
and penitent, cloaked and confessed : in this face 
he detected no vice. " I think," said he to 
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Fritz, " you do her injustice. Can she under- 
stand us?" 

" That's one of her vicious ways/' said Fritz. 
" I believe she can. Any but a bom natural 
would have learnt something of German by this 
time. However* she's like the monkeys, and 
won't speak ; no, nor the boy either, for all my 
whipping. They'll only jabber together in that 
lingo of their own." 
" Poor little souls l-^-^they love one another ? "— 
" /fancy so ! there's no love lost between 'em 
in any other quarter, for that matter. Why, 
they're like a couple of love-birds. Why, I 
believp nothing would please them better than to 
be hung up together in a gilt cage, with plenty of 
sweet things to eat, and liberty to bill and coo 
all day. See, how the boy is caressing her 



now—" 



"^He is stroking her ande, poor thing— -I like 
him for it." 

" Well, I'm sick of all this, myself. You could 
hardly make greater fuss if I had hit you 1" 

" Perhaps I should not make so much. Inas- 
much as you did it unto the least of these little 
ones, you did it unto me." 
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" Fritz ! this man speaks like an angel 1" cried 
Philippa, suddenly. 

"If you say so again, Philippa, I'll put my fist 
in your eye." 

" I can't help it if you do. I believe Jesus 
Christ and the apostles would have talked just in 
the way hie does." 

"Where there's jealousy, there's love," said 
Claude, smiUng at each in turn. "Come," 
added he, " there's the church clock striking, and 
we are making no progress. When I started off 
just now, I was eager to go towards people I care 
for very much ; but now I have changed my 
hiind, and I shall sit here till you have granted a 
request of mine." 

r 

" You'll waste your time." 

'* Oh no, it will not be wasted. If it takes me 
the whole day to bend your will to mine, the day 
wiU have been we]l spent." He smiled in Fritz's 
face. 

"Come, what an obdurate fellow you are!" 
said he pleasantly, and laying his hand lightly on 
his shoulder. 

— "Tell ye what!" cried Fritz, suddenly, while 
the expression of his face changed all at once — 
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"You're the queerest chap ever I fell in with in 
all my bom days, aye, that you are, and yet I lik^ 
ye !" Claude laughed, " Yes, I do, and there's 
my hand upon it! Now then, — ^what do you 
want?" 

'' I want you to promise never to chain thosQ 
little creatures again." 

" But what and if they stray ?" 

'* They will not ; they shall not." And beckon- 
ing to Josepha, who instantly limped towards 
him, accompanied by the boy, he began a kind of 
telegraphic communication prompted by the quick 
instinct of human and divine affection, which 
she, by the same clue, as readily understood. At 
first, she evidently recoiled from what he was 
proposing to her ; but at length, yielding entire 
consent, she stepped forward to Fritz, mutely 
took his hand, his foot ; placed them, first one, 
then the other, on her little neck ; knelt, kissed 
the hem of his coat, and then went through the 
same show of submission to Philippa. The boy 
imitated her exactly, though less spontaneously^ 
therefore less pathetically. 

" I'm fairly beat now," cried Fritz, with a short 
laugh, and then brushing his hand across his eyes. 
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"Come, you young monkeys — " and he lifted 
them up and kissed one after the other. 

" Now we're friends all round/' said he in high 
good-humour, " so we'll strike our camp without 
more delay. And I own I'm heartily glad not 
to have to go back to look after those plaguy 
chains. Are you going our road, master ? " 

" Yes, for a mile or two," said Claude, " and 
if you will put my bag in the cart, I'll carry the 
little girl on my shoulder." 





CHAPTER XIV. 



0H& SICKNESS. 



THE child must be covered up, or people 
will see her gratis," said Riilippa ; whereon 
Josepba was inducted into a shapeless blouse of 
coarse canvas, and her head was covered by a 
large, coarse, flapped straw hat. As Fritz fastened 
the button of her collar she gently and timidly 
stroked his hand — the hand that had_ flung the 
stone. 

" Come now, don't be too endearing," said he 
bluntly 1 but the repulsion of the speech was 
neutralized by his kindly patting her cheek, and 
lifting her up on Claude's shoulder. 

" I do beheve you've found me the secret of 
managing her," cried he, as the caravan set forth, 
with Phihppa and Coorad seated on the ba^ags. 
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" It was a lucky chance, after all, that threw you 
in my way. Are you going to th^ fair?'* 
" No, I turn off, a few miles hence." 
" How came you to be sleeping in the open 
air last night ? Was everybody in the village gone 
to bed?" 

"Not everybody, but they would not take me in/' 
" Beds full, perhaps, on account of the fair ?" 
" No, they had been set against me." 
" Set against you ? For what reason ?" 
Claude briefly told his tale, Fritz became 
interested in it, and asked him many questions. 
The adventures of the colporteur drew him out 
of himself ; they were simply but graphically told; 
and Claude had always the power of winning his 
hearers' attention and sympathy as long as he 
steered clear of anything that did not provoke the 
old quarrel of the natural heart against God ; — 
just as St. Paul found an attentive auditory 
among the excited Jews of Jerusalem till he began 
to speak of imparting the gospel privileges to the 
Grentiles. They gave him audience unto thai 
word, and then lifted up their voices and cried, 
" Away with such a fellow from the earth ; for it 
is not fit that he should live !" 
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A pause at length ensued, during which Fritz 
appeared immersed in a train of deep thought. 
Claude had no disposition to interrupt it. The 
silence, however, was softly broken, by a low 
singing sound, as of a little bird, over his head; 
and Josepha patted his cheeks to let him know 
how happy she was, and then left off her cooing. 

" You make me wish to see Switzerland," at 

lengtK said Fritz, abruptly, "' perhaps we may go 

' there another summer ; and so on through Savoy 

into Italy. Albinos may be as great or greater 

wonders there than here." 

Claude resumed the story of liis native land, 
interweaving it here and there with a word of 
spiritual tendency, just as much as he thought 
Fritz's untutored mind able to bear. His com- 
panion again became plunged in thought. Presently 
they came before one of those carved and vulgarly 
coloured representations of our Saviour on the 
cross, as large as life> which are frequently to 
be met with by the road-side on the continent ; 
and which to Protestants have something so 
repulsive, while to many who have beheld and 
reverenced them from infancy, they bring feelings 
of devotion. Fritz was of the latter sort. 
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" We'll halt here a moment," said he, stopping 
the horse. Then, uncovering his rough head« 
and approaching the sculptured figure "with 
solemnity, he crossed his hands on his breast and 
said earnestly, — 

" Lord Jesus, I here promise and vow in thy 
adorable presence to keep my word faithfully to 
this man thy servant, and never to lay hands on 
or violently strike the children I have under my 
charge. So help me Saviour and all Saints ! 
Amen." 

Claude could not forbear embracing him. 
Philippa wiped away a tear. 

" Here then, we part," said Claude, gently 
setting Josepha down and kissing her, " and may 
God's blessing be on you all. I am thankful to 
have met you, and shall be glad if we meet 
again." 

After a few more cordial words, they each 
went on their several ways. 

And now, each step brought Claude nearer 
and more near the scene of his approaching 
triumph. But he must first step out of his path, 
across some quiet fields, to the house of a woman 
called Mary. She was one who had been 



Claude the Colporteur: 203 

reclaimed by him long ago from a sinful life ; and 
he longed to know how it fared with her« and 
whether she were yet in the faith. 

He raised the latch, but the cottage was empty. 
She laboured in the fields, and had gone forth to 
her toil, carrying her dinner with her. But her 
Bible lay on the table, as if it had been used that 
very morning, for everything else was in its formal 
place; and Claude observed with joy that the 
book betrayed tokens of constant reading. Every 
page appeared to have been frequently, though 
carefully turned; and various favourite passages 
were marked, one by a ribbon, another by a dried 
flower or leaf, smother by a bit of thread or tiny 
scrap of paper ; while some pages were doubled 
in half, others turned down at the comer above, 
others at the corner below. There could be no 
doubt of its being the vade mecum of a Bible 
Christian. Claude's heart rejoiced ; he left a 
scrap of paper on the cover, on which he had 
written, "The Lord be with you, Mary!" and 
went on his way. 

The vintage having now begun, all hands were 
busy, and it was not to be supposed that many 
persons would be in their homes before sunset. 
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A few scattered homekeepers, however, there 
would be, those who were sick and infirm, oi* 
who had charge of the sick or of young children. 
Among them lay Claude's harvest. As he passed 
a vineyard, a boy gathering grapes cried, " Father ! 
there goes the man who stood by your bedside 
when you were dying of the cholera!" " Can 
it be Claude?" says the father. "Yes! yes! 
Claude it is!" And instantly father and son 
were embracing him. 

"Where are you going, Claude? Are you 
going to our village, Claude? Will you abide 
there to-night ? And to-morrow, and the night 
after ? Yes, yes, you must ! We have a nice 
chaff bed and clean upper- sheet for you, and soup 
by the fire. Tarry with us you must !" " Oh, 
how sorry I am," cries the boy, " that you have 
come just when we are so busy with the vintage ! 
We shall not be home before dusk, but grand- 
father is in the house, unable to stir from his 
arm-chair, and he will be right glad to see you." 
" And the news of your coming will soon spread," 
said the man, "for I shall tell every one I see, 
and it will run along from one group of vintagers 
to another, so that you will have a famous con- 
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gregation this evening. We have gone on renting 
that room over-against the baker's ever since you 
were here« though the landlord has raised the 
rent two or three times. There we meet, four 
evenings out of seven, to consult the Scriptures. 
We are packed as dose as figs, and the little 
room gets as hot as fire; for Heinrich has left 
the iron-foundry on purpose to school us and 
preach to us, on week-days as well as Sabbaths, 
and you have no notion bow popular he is. But, 
nothing in comparison with you ! You are 
quoted among us as an apostle ; and joyfully will 
he yield you his reading-desk while you are 
among us, and sit at your feet. Farewell, till 
sundown ! I dare stay no longer ; but eat this 
delicious bunch of grapes as you go along." 

Claude gladly accepted the fruit and went on, 
full of pleasant thought. In the almost deserted 
village he went straight to the cottage of the man 
to whom he had been speaking ; and, as he raised 
the latch, he heard a feeble voice within slowly 
repeat, "The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not 
want. He shall feed me in a green pasture." 
It was " the old grandfather in his easy chair," 
reading the Scriptures to himself. An elderly, 
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unmarried daughter had him in charge, and 'was 
busied in household work. They joyftdly received 
Claude, asked him a hundred questions, and made 
him sit down and partake of a plentiful meal. 
When he had answered their inquiries, he had 
many questions to put in return ; and after their 
curiosity had been mutually satisfied, and as the 
afternoon wore away, the conversation took a more 
profitable turn, and Claude found himself deep in 
spiritual conference with the old man, who was» 
indeed, his '' son in the faith," though his senior 
by many, many years. 

At sundown the peasants came trooping home 
from the vineyards, and the cottage was com* 
pletely beset by joyous welcomers. When the 
clamour of their greetings had subsided, they 
unanimously agreed to disperse for supper, and 
then to reunite in the hired room to hear Claude 
read to them. In another hour, they were 
crowding together for admission, and found Claude 
already at his post, conversing with Heinrich. 

" Are you all here, dear people?" he said. 

" All here, dear teacher," cried many voices. 

'' Since, then, we have met together, to 
consider the blessed oracles of God," said he. 
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" let us b^in with asking his blessing on our 
deed." 

And down they all knelt. When they arose 
as many as could be accommodated with seats 
jsat as close together as they could; the rest stood 
behind : every eye was fastened upon him. He 
opened the Bible. 

What a rare accomplishment it is to read well ! 
What a power it gives us to touch and rend the 
human heart ! How singular that such an art should 
be so little improved ! Claude was gifted by God 
with a pleasant and harmonious voice, capable of 
any inflection, and with a pure taste which needed 
only to be cultivated. During; his close, personal 
attendance on his accomplished and gifted master, 
Mr. Herbert had, for his own benefit, in the first 
place/ given Claude a few simple hints in elocu- 
tion which had greatly improved his reading; 
and when he found the desire that was in him to 
become a reader and distributor of the Scriptures 
throughout the world at large, he thought it a 
sacred duty, and found it his greatest pleasure to 
cultivate Claude's talent to the utmost. Claude, 
always a simple-hearted, single-minded fellow, was 
far from over-rating, or indeed, from sufficiently 
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Climating his gift: he felt so humbled at the 
consciousness of his want of scholastic training 
and critical knowledge of divinity, that he con- 
sidered himself one of the very humblest labourers 
in God's vineyard ; but yet he felt he had a call 
to that particular field of work> as emphatically 
as any trained student of whon^ that solemn test 
is required at his ordination ; and, strong in the^ 
strength the Spirit gives, he felt no embarrass- 
ment in his vocation, so assured was he, that, 
divine assistance being humbly and earnestly 
sought, the right words would always be put into 
his mouth at the right moment. Thus, he never 
hesitated; neither hurried nor paused, except as 
earnest feeling dictated ; never stammered, ranted, 
or strung words together for the sake of gaining 
time. He was so full of his message, that he 
never wanted new and fervent thoughts : they 
clothed themselves in simple, unaffected language. 
Thus it was that his hearers sat around him, en- 
chained, spell-bound : no eye drooped with sleep ; 
no frame lounged or wriggled with restlessness ; 
all the senses were alert ; you might have heard 
^ pin drop whenever he drew breath. 

He read ; and then he commented on what he 
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read ; and then he read again. " Have you had. 
enough, dear friends?" now and then he said. 
" No, dear Claude, pray go on." And he read 
again. 

" Have you had enough ? It is now growing 
late — you must be weary." 

'* Well, perhaps we have had enough this night, 
since you will read to us again." 

" Then, let us pray." 

And then they dispersed to their lowly habi- 
tations. 

For a week or more, Claude continued among 
them, and then pursued the like course in neigh- 
bouring villages, " confirming the churches." It 
gladdened his soul to see the fruit of his labours. 
At length, as the season advanced, he felt he had 
dwelt among them long enough; he must visit 
other places also. He had as yet sold few books, 
for the people were already well supplied. He 
therefore started on a new course, intending to 
break fresh ground ; and purposing, when he had 
made a certain round and got rid of all his stock,^^ 
to make a detour on his way back to Rotterdam, 
and see how it fared with Hans and Lisa, and 
Mother Agnes and the Schillers. And with this 
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purpose in view, he journeyed for some weeks, 
meeting with the usual amount of obstacles in 
a new and sealed land. 

All at once, his strength was taken from him. 
The mysterious national disease of home sickness, 
the languishing for his country, fell upon him. 
His nerves relaxed, his appetite fled, showers of 
tears continually fell from his eyes. In vain he 
tried to rouse himself ; he struggled, he prayed : 
the maladie de pays was on him. If he heard a 
bird sing, he wept ; if he heard a child laugh, he 
wept ; if he heard trickling water, or saw a distant 
blue mountain, or cows, goats, and sheep feeding 
in a valley, he wept. He took shame to himself, 
and tried to fix his thoughts on Lisa at her cottage 
door, feeding her pigeons ; and Hans reading his 
Bible ; and he turned his steps towards them, and 
resolved to go to them at once, but all in vain. 
An impulse stronger than his strength was pulling 
him another way. He must see his old home, 
his mountains, his valleys, his roaring rivers and 
plashing cascades, or lie down and die. And why 
not ? Was there any sin in it ? If any duty had 
impelled him to go elsewhere, he would have 
obeyed it or have consented to die ; but there was 
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none. There was no reason why he should not 
go home ; and directly he had settled this in his 
mind, though it was in the middle of the night, 
and he was in a strange house, he felt a strong 
desire to start off at once. This was an impulse, 
however, he could resist ; and the more he reflected 
on the easiness and innocence of following his 
inclinations, the calmer and more composed he 
became; till, at length, after all his foregone 
tossings and troubles, he fell into peaceful sleep. 

He awoke another man. His nervousness and 
restlessness were gone; his bodily strength was 
recruited; his mind had recovered its balance. 
He fell on his knees and thanked God for the 
change. 

" What poor creatures we are!" thought he; 
" how infirm of purpose ! how weak and incon- 
stant in action ! How, amidst our grandest 
enterprises and resolutions, the Lord of all the 
heavens must smile, to know that by touching 
with his little finger a single nerve and setting it 
thriUing, he can spoil and divert all our designs ! 
There is no surety, but in Him." 

Then he made the few simple preparations for 
his journey — ^he had already received a remittance 
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from Rotterdam ; and the purchase money of the 
books he sold would help to pay his way. He 
wrote a few lines to Mr. Vandervelt, to mention 
the course he proposed taking, exchanged his Ger- 
man Bibles for French ones, and then set forth. 

Just as he started, in the animation of restored 
strength, the thought occurred to him — " May I 
not, in this returning vigour, cheat myself, and go 
to Hans and Lisa after all ? " But a thrill told 
him he might not : and without a second moment's 
wavering, he set his face towards his native 
mountains. 





CHAPTER XV. 

THE PAYS DE VAUD. 

ON the banks of the Sambre, Claude fell in 
with a fair. There were shows of wild 
beasts, with horrid pictures painted outside, and 
the usual adjuncts of drinking-booths, cake-stalls, 
and pedlary. But what caught his eye almost im- 
mediately, was a canvas booth with a gaudy flag 
streaming from the top, and a placard hung out- 
side, notifying that two of the wonderfullest, beau- 
tifullest, and remarkablest pigmy Albinos, from 
the Coast of Africa, were to be seen inside, for the 
low sum of three kreuzers. Claude thought he 
should like to see bis little friends again, and judge 
by their looks how they were used ; as Fritz's 
adherence to his vow had had now some weeks' 
trial. He therefore paid his money, value a 
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penny English, and entered the booth, which was 
lighted by a lamp from the centre, which threw its 
moderate effulgence on the performers, and left 
the audience in comparative obscurity. Philippa 
took the entrance-money, but as several were 
entering at the same time, she did not pay sufficient 
attention to Claude to recognise him. Fritz was 
trilling a wild, monotonous air on a pipe, and 
beating a little tabor with his feet, while the little 
Albinos were dancing and capering in the same 
style as Claude had seen them do by moonlight. 
They really seemed dancing for amusement ; and 
when their performance was concluded, (it could 
not be expected to last very long for a penny,) 
Josepha sprang gaily into Fritz's arms, and he 
smoothed her flossy hair, and gave K?r a piece of 
gingerbread, which she immediately divided with 
Conrad, keeping the smallest half for herself. As 
Claude passed out, he spoke to Philippa, and said 
he was glad to see her charges look so well. She 
answered him cordially and cheerfully, and said 
that Fritz had been unwontedly good-humoured of 
late, which was perhaps partly owing to the chil- 
dren having drawn large audiences, as well as to 
Claude's intervention. 
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He proceeded on his way, and in due time en- 
tered and traversed France ; "la belle France'* its 
people call it, just as we speak of merry England; 
and as the Jews once loved to call their country, 
" the pleasant land." To Claude, whose heart was 
now light, France did indeed appear very cheerful 
and beautiful ; but the Alps were summoning him 
forward, and he hurried on with the more reso- 
lution because the weather, which had hitherto 
been fine, was beginning to break up, and cloudy 
skies were threatening heavy rains. Claude made 
more haste than good speed, for he over-taxed his 
strength, and was obliged to rest for some days. 
Then he resumed his journey, and began to climb 
the ridge that divided France from his native landi 
The weather was still inclement ; and about half 
way up he met goatherds coming down, who told 
him snow had already fallen. They added that 
the pass, having partially frozen, was extremely 
slippery, and, as the day now verged towards noon, 
they advised him to proceed no further till the next 
morning, but pause in some shepherd's hut. A 
strong feeling of desire, however, urged him for- 
ward ; on he went, therefore, with a light springing 
step, insensible of fatigue. The country he had 
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left lay mapped below him, its towns and villages 
shrunk to the dimensions of toys, its rivers wan- 
dering hither and thither like ribbons. It still 
glowed in the bright sunshine, but he was already 
entering the deep shadow of the mountain ; and 
this dark shadow continued deepening and dark- 
ening and lengthening, and gradually stealing over 
the champaign he had left. Now the distant sun- 
light scarcely gilds the hiU-tops t now it is quite 
gone. How gloomy has everything suddenly be- 
come ! But Claude has neither leisure nor incli- 
nation to look behind him ; he pushes right on, as 
if the avenger of blood were at his heels, or an 
immortal reward before him — ^alas! do those with 
an immortal reward before them, press on as he 
did? The path skirts a precipice of several hun- 
dred feet in depth; and at every step he dislodges 
small loose stones which fall over the brink, and 
splash in the unseen river far below. 

But now a mountain mist begins to descend, 
and wrap him in its chilly mantle. What is 
worse, it thickens into a fog so dense that he 
becomes embarrassed and strays off the direct 
path. He is now following the track to some 
cowherd's chalet, as the steepness and uneven- 
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ness of the ground plainly warn him, but he is 
perplexed how to regain the right path, and waits. 
By-and-by, the mist rolls oflf, and he dimly 
makes out his course and painifully retraces his 
steps ; but the blackness of night is now drawing 
on, without moon or star. The path is now 
becoming extremely slippery, and he is approach- 
ing the region of snow, which seems to emit an 
uncertain sort of ghostly light. 

Claude is now heartily sorry he did not take 
the goatherds' advice, and wait till the next day ; 
but there is no help for it ; he has lost precious 
time by straying from his path, but he must push 
forward. 

Gradually the night became somewhat clearer, 
the snow whiter and whiter; but he was be- 
wildered by it, and could not be sure of his 
bearings. Sometimes he stepped oflf the path 
into a hole, and plunged knee-deep in snow ; at 
other times he stumbled over a concealed frag- 
ment of rock, and nearly fell. He now became 
oppressed by intense headache; and, from having 
long been unaccustomed to the glare of the snow, 
he saw what seemed like great drops of blood 
before him, whichever way he looked. Blundering 
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onward, with continual prayer in his heart to God 
for strength and direction, and a continually 
increasing feeling of exhaustion and depression, 
his foot struck a stone which immediately fell 
over a precipice close to him, and thundered into 
a ravine below. At the same moment he lost his 
balance, and in his eflFort to save his bag, which 
swung round to the side nearest the chasm, he so 
nearly fell into the horrible gulf that he stood 
with violently beating heart, appalled at the fate 
he had so narrowly escaped. A sigh of thank- 
fulness supplied the place of a prayer; but he 
trembled from head to foot, and felt convinced he 
must not go further that night. Groping his way 
along the rocky wall on the side furthest from the 
precipice, he presently felt a little cleft in it, in 
which he could take shelter. Unbuckling a coarse 
wrapper which was strapped across his shoulders, 
he rolled himself in it, covered his face with his 
pocket-handkerchief like a veil, placed his bag 
under him for a seat, put an acidulated lozenge in 
his mouth, and in this comfortless guise prepared 
to keep himself awake till daylight. He tried to 
hum a hymn, but did not like the sound of his 
own voice at all, and speedily ceased. He could 
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hear the bark of a distant wolf ; but it was on the 
opposite side of the chasm. 

At length the moon arose, enveloped in clouds, 
like a beautiful mourner veiled in weeds. Pre- 
sently she threw off this mourning veil, and shone 
gloriously forth, like a monarch casting off disguise ! 
Immediately the whole face of the snow-clad, 
scenery seemed changed. Claude raised his veil, 
which was stiffened with his frozen breath, and 
gazed about him in transport, till his headache 
returned with such intensity that he was glad to 
cover up his face again. He was neither hungry 
nor thirsty, and had often been more weary ; but 
seldom so oppressed with sadness. He stamped, 
and beat his arms against one another, to keep 
his blood from stagnating. 

After a long, long night, day dawned, cold and 
grey. The clouds seemed to hang about the east 
like lazy servants in some great lord's antechamber; 
but anon, the lord of that chamber, the glorious 
bridegroom came forth, and dispersed them right 
and left. Claude had already sprung to his feet 
and was threading the pass ; and oh ! how his 
heart beat with ecstacy when the happy valley 
burst upon him flooded in sunlight ! " Non 
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scese, nb, predpito" — he stepped Hot, no, he 
darted down the mountain, now through black 
pine woods, now across dizzy bridges, till at 
length he reached the dwelling of his friend 
Franz. 

Suzette was just issuing forth with her milk- 
pail. She uttered an exclamation of joy on 
seeing Claude; but, at the same moment, he 
fell senseless at her feet. Suzette screamed with 
terror, and Franz rushed out with his gun. 

"What is it? A bear? a wolf?" cried he. 
"Ha! Claude Malan!" 

On raising him, they perceived blood trickling 
from his mouth ; and with some difficulty they 
carried him in and laid him on a bed. Claude, 
in his violent effort to save his books and himself 
during the night, when his foot slipped, had, 
unknown to himself, broken a blood-vessel ; and 
the change of temperature from extreme cold to 
comparative warmth had occasioned his swoon. 

When he recovered his senses, Franz forbade 
him to speak. He faintly smiled and complied. 
" I know what will cure you, my dear fellow," 
said Franz, "we must diet you on raisins and 
grapes. Nothing else shall you get of your 
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stingy hosts tiU your lungs have quite healed ; 
and, ^hat is more, not a >K^ord must you tell 
us of all you have seen and done since you left 
us, though we love your long stories so much. 
Instead of that, you must listen to me while 
I prose away about the wolves and the chamois, 
and the vintage, and the silkworms, and the cows, 
heiferSf and calves ; and when you are tired of 
that, Suzette shall sing to her guitar. Here you 
must lie by all the winter, till you get quite strong 
and well j and right glad shall we be to have you 
with us, I can tell you ! — But you don't need to 
be told that, old boy ! " 

Franz spoke truth, Here was Claude obliged 
to remain, many a day and many a week, unable 
to reach the little church he had so overtaxed 
himself to enter ; unable, for some time, even to 
cross the threshold. But if his body were in- 
active, his mind was in perfect peace ! All his 
feverish irritability, his restlessness, his despon- 
dency, had disappeared ! He was in his own 
land, among his own people ; and with exquisite 
sensations of delight, he received their tender 
cares. It was of little moment to him, that their 
common room had neither chimney nor glazed 
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window — they were warm enough at night, shut 
in with the cow, the calf, two goats, and four 
sheep, which were only penned oflf by a partition 
that did not reach the ceiling. Franz got some 
planks, and made Claude a little closet m the 
corner, hardly occupying more ground-surface 
than his bed of dried leaves ; yet Claude was con- 
tent, for his father's own cottage had boasted 
no better accommodation. And these humble 
people were even, among the simple Vaudois, 
accounted well to do ; their upper room contained 
store of cleanly, well-scoured milk vessels, cheese 
presses, and churns, a loom and spinning-wheel, 
a dozen or more black loaves on the hanging 
shelf, and a flitch of bacon hanging from the ceil- 
ing. They whose Moderator or Bishop studied 
without a fire, with a cloak cast over his shoul- 
ders, were not likely to complain of the want of 
a 6himney, and their minds were stored with 
theological lore and spiritual wisdom, though 
books were so scarce among them as to be circu- 
lated from house to house leaf by leaf. 

When the news of Claude's arrival spread 
through the valley, many old acquaintance, with 
the good pastor, or barbe, at tlieir head, found 
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their way to him, and beguiled the monotony of 
his confinement by their talk. One had to tell 
of a wedding, another of a market, another of 
a day's hunting. No one came empty handed ; 
so that Franz and Suzette never had so great 
a variety in their larder. One brought a piece of 
bear's flesh, another a bag of chestnut flour, 
another a basket of grapes, or a goat's-milk 
cheese, or a fowl, or a few eggs. Franz mean- 
while, when he had come in from his day's work, 
wove at his loom, or carved wood, or read a 
chapter in the Bible ; and Claude took to wood- 
carving, too, and helped to make up his store of 
toys for the spring fair. He also gave the children 
lessons in reading and writing ; and towards the 
end of winter, when he was pretty nearly well, he 
had quite a Uttle school of adults and young girls 
and lads, whom he gladly instructed gratuitously. 
In short, so happily and swiftly did this winter 
pass, that all were sorry when it broke up, and 
Claude was well enough to prepare to recommence 
his wanderings. He started, in the first place, 
for La Tour ; little foreseeing what dangers and 
tribulations there awaited him. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



CLAUDE IN PRISON. 



" TJ ETTER come back in the autumn^ Claude, 

J-# and take a Swiss wife," cried Suzette, as 
she stood at her cottage door with her infiant in 
her arms, watching him depart. 

** I don't know that any one would have me," 
replied he, cheerfully. 

" Oh, nonsense ! Any one would have you ! 
Louison, Marguerite, Victorine ....'* 

" For shame, for shame, Suzette ! I won't 
hear another word more ! Good bye ! — " 

— " Well, don't walk too fast, especially up- 
hill, for fear of consequences ; remember, you're 
not very strong yet! — He doesn't hear me, I 
do believe," added she, lowering her voice, after 
shouting after him ; " what a pace he is going at ! " 
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Claude cheerily walked on to Bobbio, where he 
bade farewell to various friends, and then he pro- 
ceeded to La Tour, keenly alive to the beauty of 
the budding spring and the long withheld delight 
of exercise in the open air. But he was not very 
strong yet ; and he found it necessary to slacken 
his pace, before he reached the end of his six- 
mile stage. His mind was full of thick-coming 
memories of the stirring scenes that had occurred 
in that valley in the old persecuting times, and he 
prayed to God in his heart that they might never 
be revived. 

Having reached La Tour, he went to the Mode- 
rator's house, to bid him adieu ; and not finding 
him at home, he left a message for him, and then 
crossed the little street to a shop immediately 
opposite, to buy a new handkerchief. While he 
was choosing one, the woman of the shop suddenly 
plucked off his hat; he looked up at her with sur- 
prise, and seeing no advantage to himself to be 
derived from the arrangement, coolly put it on 
again. The woman, who was a Roman Catholic, 
bluntly remarked — " You'd better have submitted, 
and may get into trouble for this. Why could not • 
you pull off your hat, for manners, if for nothing 
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better, when the Host was being carried by? 
The priest saw you, I am sure, out of the comer 
of his eye, and you know the laws require heretics 
as well as Catholics within thirty yards distance, 
to uncover." 

" I was not aware the Host was passing," said 
Claude, "nor did I remember the law." And 
looking out of the shop-door, he saw a priest and 
two or three little boys, forming rather a poor 
apology for a procession, going down the street. 
He concluded his purchase, and left La Tour 
without any further delay; and had proceeded 
about half-a-mile on his road, when he heard 
himself called to from behind, and, the next 
minute, a couple of gens d'armes came up and 
roughly collared him. He mildly inquired the 
reason of their apprehending him. They replied, 
** You will soon learn that of the magistrate . . . our 
business is only to take you before him. How- 
ever, we know very well that you are the profane 
fellow who kept your hat on just now before the 
Host." 

" Well — my journey will only be an hour de- 
layed," said Claude. 

" Don't be too sure of that," said the other 



Claude the Colporteur. 227 

gendarme, " our magistrate may put a spoke in 
your wheel that shall hinder it from rolling on for 
some time to come. However, it is not our busi- 
ness to speak to you/' 

And they walked on in silence, a few boys and 
idlers gradually collecting into a little body-guard 
around them. 

When Claude entered the presence of the 
magistrate, he found himself confronted by the 
shop-woman of La Tour, and by two of the youths 
who had made up the procession. These all bore 
witness against him that he had kept on his hat ; 
and the shop-woman alleged in addition, that when 
jshe, out of humanity, removed it for him, he im- 
mediately replaced it, and expressed no contrition 
for his disrespect, intentional or otherwise. The 
magistrate demanded his name, birth-place, and 
occupation; and finding that he hawked Bibles 
from house to house, — " This is evidently a malig- 
nant fellow," said he to his clerk, " and I don't 
think it any honour to La Tour to have been his 
birth-place, nor to Bobbio to have supplied his 
education ; therefore my opinion is, that we shall 
do the community at large good service by 
committing Mr. Claude Malan to the prison 
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of Fenestrella for the term of three calendar 
months." 

"That is a hard sentence, sir," said Claude, 
" How am I to be maintained there, without food or 
money, thirty miles away from my nearest friends?" 
" People should think of those matters before 
they commit oflfences," replied the magistrate. — 
" You may let your friends, if you have any, know 
of your position." 

" AU the Protestants of Bobbio, and many in 
La Tour, are my friends," said Claude. " The 
Moderator knows me well." 

" I recognise no such title as Moderator," said 
the magistrate, " though I know who you mean. 
To Fenestrella you must go." 

" And what is to become of my Bibles, sir ? 
Your gendarmes have my bag." 

" It will be time enough to restore it to you 
when you come out. You won't want to sell 
Bibles in prison." 

" But to read the Bible, sir ! " 
" Bah ! you will be better without it. Your 
mind will have time to recover itself." 

" Well sir, . . . luckily for me, there is a large 
porticm of it you cannot deprive me of." 
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" Concealed about your person ?" 

" No, sir, fiere" touching his forehead. 

" Ah, that's the way with you Vaudois — heretics 
in grain ! there's no washing the mischief out of 
you. Gendarmes, remove the prisoner." 

As Claude was removed, he looked about for 
some one who might know him; but all ther 
labouring men were at their work. He caught 
the eye of a little boy, however, who was wistfully 
watching him, and called out to him — 

" Pierre ! tell your father and tell the Moderator, 
and, if you can run over to Bobbio, tell Franz 
Millot, that I am going to the prison at Fenes- 
trella, for three months." 

The boy nodded, and Claude went off under 
guard. He was placed in a cart, and one gen- 
darme seated himself beside him, while the other- 
drove. As they passed between Pignerol and St. 
Germain, Claude, who had hitherto maintained 
silence, signed towards the latter place. "I shall 
not fare so ill as the good old pastor of St. Ger- 
main," said he. 

" What happened to him ?" said the gendarme. 

" The fathers of th^ monastery got him into 
their power by a stratagem, — he was told that one; 
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of his flock was dying and wanted his spiritual 
assistance. On his way he was beset ; he took 
to flight, but a shower of bullets brought him to 
the ground. The report of fire-arms brought a 
crowd of his people around him ; and while they 
were lamenting over him as he lay disabled and 
bleeding, the ambuscade burst forth and carried 
off the whole party prisoners to the monastery. 
Here the good old barbe was exhorted to recant ; 
and, as he would not, he was bvmi: and his 
unhappy fellow-prisoners were compelled to carry 
the faggots that were to consume him to the stake. 
He died, glorying that he was counted worthy to 
suffer for the cross of Christ. In the evening, 
when the monks passed the pile of ashes on their 
way to vespers, the embers, it is said, became sud- 
denly red, as if silently testifying against them.** 

" That was a Protestant miracle, I suppose," 
said the gendarme. "Bah! who believes such 
rubbish as that ? " 

" Their excited imaginations had probably 
something to do with it," said Claude. " I do not 
insist upon it, for the faith and constancy of 
the martyrs of our religion need no fabulous 
adjuncts.** 
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*' I suppose you mean to say we have had no 
martyrs ?" said the gendai*me. 

" No, you have had many before heathenism 
was worn out ; which was after Christianity 
became corrupted," said Claude. 

" Don't you corrupt us," said the gendarme ; 
" you're a prisoner now, not a preacher." 

Claude held his peace, and they journeyed on 
in silence. 

— " I remember," says the author of Picciola, 
"that in traversing the Alps on foot with my 
knapsack on my back, I paused in pensive con- 
templation before a mountain torrent not far from 
the Col Rodoret. The noise which it made in its 
course, the cascades into which it formed itself, 
the various colours with which its waters were 
stained, the enormous blocks of rock which it had 
undermined and separated without entirely dis- 
lodging, the trees which it swept away in its 
eddying course, held me for some time transfixed 
in profound meditation. This torrent was the 
Clusone. I pursued its banks, and arrived with it 
in one of the four Protestant valleys known as the 
refuges of the ancient Vaudois. My torrent was 
no longer turbulent ; it flowed with strength, but 
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yet with decorum, as it approached the wall^ of 
Fenestrella. 

" Here then, I beheld Fenestrella, celebrated 
by the massive forts crowning the two heights^ 
between which the town is built. These forts, 
which communicate by covered ways, had been 
partly dismantled during the republican wars ; 
but one of them, nevertheless, had been repaired, 
and converted into a state prison." 

In this fortress was Claude to be shut up for 
three months. Clouds and mists surrounded the 
base of the crags on which it stood, and seemed to 
suspend it in mid air. The gaoler, having read his 
committal, and finding it was for a trifling offence 
committed by an obscure person, carelessly ob- 
served he supposed he did not mean to pay for a 
separate room. Claude, in reply, placed in his 
hand the few sous be possessed, telling him it was 
all he had, ^ 

" This will not go far towards your keep," said 
the gaoler contemptuously. 

" I have no more," said Claude, " and I can 
subsist on bread and a few raisins." 

" If you have the bread without the raisins, 
your money will last longer," said the gaoler ; " it 
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is lucky for you that the weather is too warm for 
you to want fuel." And he turned him into the 
common yard. 

The few prisoners who were loitering about in 
it, immediately collected round him, glad to 
relieve the monotony of their confinement by 
looking at a new face. They were squalid and 
repulsive in appearance. They asked him what 
he came to prison for, and when he told them, 
they pitied him and called it a shame. They 
asked him what his occupation was, and when he 
said hawking Bibles, they laughed. He told them 
he had originally been a chamois liunter. They 
said there was some fun in that, and began to ask 
him questions. He answered them cheerfully, 
and soon got into some of his hunting-stories, 
which he spun out and made as entertaining as he 
could, knowing they would now be his capital, 
Tliey became interested, called him a good fellow, 
oflfered him spirits, and, when he declined them 
and said he lived by rule and had broken a blood- 
vessel, they oflfered him bread and grapes, which 
he thankfully accepted. By night-fall they were 
all good friends. When a squabble occurred, he 
mediated; when some of them swore, he said. 
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" Come, if you say that, I shall tell you no more 
chamois stories. You have not heard the best, so 
it's to your interest to humour me." On which 
they laughed, and forbore. 

Within an hour of bed-time, he said, " Come, 
this is the time I always read the Bible and pray. 
Shall I do so aloud or to myself?" 

"What a joke!" cried one, "why you have 
no Bible." 

" Shut your eyes, and you won't know that. 
Come, humour me for once. Behave decorously 
awhile, and if you don't like my ministrations 
to-night, it will be time enough to protest against 
them to-morrow." 

"Agreed," said they, and drew around him. 
" I am going," said Claude, with an inflection of 
great seriousness in his voice, "to repeat the 
eighteenth chapter of St. Luke's Gospel, and may 
God bless it to all our souls, for his dear Son's 
sake." They were hushed and still. Never had 
Claude's intonations been more perfect, his 
emphasis more impressive, or more winning. His 
words distilled like dew on thirsty ground. As 
soon as he reached the end, beholding every eye 
fixed on him with deep attention, he said, " Let 
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us pray 1" and the next moment every knee was 
on the ground. They had all just risen when the 
gaoler came to lock them up for the night, and 
wondered to find them all so quiet. " Lord God, 
I thank thee ! " whispered Claude, as he lay down 
on his hard pallet. 

Next morning, after their meagre breakfast, all 
were yawning or idling about the yard. " How 
stupid this is!" cried Claude, "I would rather 
plait the straw I slept upon, or carve a piece of 
wood, than do nothing. Let us all try to invent 
something to do, and he whose invention is the 
brightest, shall be voted the king of good fellows 
and receive public thanks." 

Their fancies were tickled; and one after 
another hit upon some way of employing their 
few and miserable resources. "Anything is 
better than nothing," said Claude, " let us make 
trial of all ; and, since you are good enough to 
lend me your knife, I will carve this bit of stick 
into an old woman's head. Or stay, — ^would any 
one like to learn to read or write ?" 

*' Where are our books and copy-books to come 
from?" said one. 

" Leave that to me," said Claude ; " why, your. 
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coat is so dusty we might write upon your back • 
and mine's not much better," observing that they 
all laughed. " But the flag-stones will do for 
slates, if we had but slate-pencils, or charred 
sticks." 

A substitute for both was hit upon by an inge- 
nious fellow, who was rather elated by the enco- 
miums he received for his talent; and to work 
they went, all except a select few, who preferrecj 
a quiet game of pitch-and-toss. While Claude 
could thus find " sermons in stones and good in 
everything," it was no wonder that to a glim- 
mering consciousness that he was a very good 
man, they added a lively conviction that he was; 
a very good fellow. While they were all hard at 
their new employment, he suddenly cried — 

"Hold! Enough!" 

" Why so ?" said they in surprise. 

" Too much of a good thing is good for 
nothing," said Claude. "Why should not we 
study variety ? There was a famous Jansenist, 
M. de St. Victor, who during a long term of soli- 
tary confinement, contrived such variety in his 
employments, which were all mental, that he 
literally foun4 himself in want of time. Ours is 
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tiot solitary^ confinement, we have much more 
variety at our command than he had, and we 
have the advantage of hearing a clock strike which 
will enable us to regulate our occupations metho- 
dically. What is to hinder us from having an 
hour for reading, an hour for writing, an hour for 
walking, an hour for talking, an hour for singing, 
three or four hours for handicraft labour, and an 
hour for prayer? There's the day divided at 



once." 



" I think, master," said one of the pitch-and- 
tossers, who had just been beaten, " you want to 
be king of the court." 

" No, I don't," said Claude readily. " You 
shall be king, and I'll be your chaplain ! Nicole 
shall be treasurer; Andre shall be commander-in- 
chief; Amould shall be intendant of police; 
Gaspard shall be master of the works; Picard 
shall be . . . master of the band." 

" If I'm to be treasurer," said Nicole, " where's 
the treasure to come from?" 

" From the fines, to be sure ! Every one 
that swears or uses bad language is to fine a 



sous." 



" That's good of you, who have no money 1 



»$ 
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" Wait till I incur the fine*!" said Claude 
lan^iing. " Amould is controller of public order, 
he shall levy the fines." 

"Why, I shall have to fine myself!" cried 
Amould. 

" All the greater fun, if you choose to incur 
the penalty," said Claude. 

" Tis but child's play, after all," said Andre. 

" Well, and are not leap-frog and pitch-farthing 
child's play ? You don't despise them" 

" Anything for a change ! " cried Rcard. " So, 
hail to king Mathurin, the first of his name, and 
to Claude his new chaplain !" 





CHAPTER XVII, 



FENESTRELLA. 



" /^lAUDE!" said young Pierrot in a low 
^^ voice, while the others were engaged in 
an athletic game for which the colporteur had 
neither inclination nor strength, " these men are 
tolerant of you as long as you amuse them, and 
you may even acquire a certain degree of power 
over them for good ; but I — I hke you for your- 
self 1 I am here for a worse crime than any one 
of them has committed, and loathe myself for it ] 
and yet I love better things than they do, and am 
sorry beyond expression for what I have done." 

— And the poor young fellow told him a tale 
of woe ; how that he had loved, and had been 
deceived, and had been jealous, and had suspected 
a wrong party, and had fallen upon and nearly 
killed an innocent man. 
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— "And though he lives/' pursued Kerrot, 
" my crime was all the same. I wished him 
dead and was ready to kill him when I felled him 
and beat him about the head ; and when they 
brought me here, I did not care what became of 
me, since Annette had been false. I did not care 
to live, for there seemed nothing worth living for ; 
and though I was a Protestant, I felt I had dis- 
graced my people ; so I held close and went on 
here just like the rest. But though I've not 
virtue nor courage enough to take the first part, 
I'll always be your second ; so reckon upon me. 
I'll always back you up. There are two or three 
more Protestants among us, put in for oflfences as 
trifling as yours ; and I fear they are all you can 
permanently reckon upon ; for the next time the 
priest comes (who does not come very often), the 
others will go to him to confess; and confess 
other people's faults, or what they consider such, 
as well as their own. So he'll soon know all 
about you; and then he'll warn them against 
you, and they'll keep apart from you, you'll 
see ! " 

Pierrot's fears, however, were not fiiUy realized* 
Firstly, it was a good while before the priest came 
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at all; secondly, Claude had meantime grown 
such a favourite that not one of his companions 
would speak ill of him; thirdly, the gaoler, 
who was aware of a great change among his 
charges, and thought it no sin to play eaves- 
dropper and hear if any mischief were brewing, 
became a decided patron of Claude, and felt 
heartily obliged to him for reducing his un- 
disciplined companions to order ; fourthly, when 
the priest heard the fact reluctantly confessed, 
that a Protestant prisoner was obtaining great 
influence over them, the fact was so neutralised 
and palliated by various accompanying statements, 
that he thought it best to content himself with 
a very gentle charge to his penitents to beware of 
being led astray by their ears, let the charmer 
charm never so wisely. Finally, he played eaves- 
dropper himself two or three times, without being 
able to detect any harm, and held a colloquy 
with Claude, mildly reminding him that the old 
law for burning a Protestant minister who at- 
tempted to convert a Catholic had never been 
repealed, and that though he was a layman, he 
exposed himself to very stringent penalties. 
Claude said so little in reply, and that little so 
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gently, that the old man could find no pretext for 
attacking him ; and being really of a mild and 
pacific disposition, thought he might as well leave 
the matter alone. 

Meanwhile, Claude, with a rusty nail blackened 
with a mixture of soot and grease for his imple- 
ment, had written out nearly all the Gospel of 
St. John on the walls of the yard. This was the 
text-book by the aid of which he taught his 
scholars to read, and to commit portions of 
Scripture to memory. He told them this was 
a golden opportunity, which might never occur to 
them again; and even the most sluggish were 
aroused to a little exertion, while the ardent made 
rapid and animating progress. "While all were 
his friends, Pierrot was, distinctively, his friend ; 
who hung upon everything he said, sifted every- 
thing he could out of him, reasoned with him, 
learned of him, and aided him in every way he 
could. Had it not been for the generosity of 
these poor fellows, and the gaoler's humanity, 
Claude would have fared ill at the commencement 
of his captivity; for his friends at Bobbio and La 
Tour could not immediately journey to Fenestrella, 
nor obtain access to him when they got there ; 
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but Franz at length made his appearance loaded 
with a miscellaneous collection of good things 
which enabled Claude to feast those who had 
shared their own scanty supplies with him. And 
moreover Franz brought a purse, containing a 
small sum indeed, but sufficient for the colpor- 
teur's wants during the remainder of his imprison- 
ment, which had been collected for him in sous 
among the peasants of Bobbio. He accepted this 
with as much simplicity as gratitude; for the 
workman is worthy of his hire, and he knew that 
in spite of the ostensible reason of his punish- 
ment, he was in reaUty suffering for his testimony 
to the cross of Jesus Christ. 

And now the time came when he was to 
regain his liberty, to the no small regret of all 
those whom he was leaving behind. How 
earnestly, how affectionately did he exhort them 
to keep up to the mark he had set before 
them, and press onward, instead of faUing off as 
soon as his personal influence was withdrawn. 
As for Pierrot, he was steadfastly resolved to 
become a colporteur as soon as his term w^as out, 
which would be not long after Claude's; and 
he persuaded him to await him before he 
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crossed the Alps, that they might travel awhile 
together. 

With a sense of the blessing of liberty which 
nothing but the loss of it can give, Claude 
joyously descended the rock of Fenestrellay 
thanking God as he went. At the foot of the 
steep road, a man, sitting on the bank, started up 
and spoke to him ; and to his no small amaze- 
ment, he found himself greeted by John Perry. 

"The hour and the man 1" cried John, seizing 
him by the hand, and working his arm like a 
pump-handle, "you httle thought to see me, 
I fancy, but I've been watching for you this hour 
and more. I knew you were here and would 
come out to-day, — ^have known it some weeks. 
My lord is stopping in Fenestrella on purpose to 
see you. Oh, what a lot of things I have to tell 
you to be sure ! I must begin vaxh the end and 
end with the beginning. When we got into the 
Protestant valleys a fortnight ago, we foun^i all 
the Vaudois in a ferment abbut your captivity, 
and making quite a personal concern of it ; every 
man taking it home to his own hearth and heart. 
Well, my lord thought the transaction such a 
shame, even before he remembered who you 
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were (/ brought that to his mind), that he took 
it up quite warmly and spoke of it in the public 
rooms, and called on M. Peyrani and M. Bert, 
and wrote to the intendant of the district, to beg 
him to let you out. It was no go ! In prison 
you must stay, in spite of Lord Coldingham's 
fuming and chafing, and calling it a disgrace to 
the times. So, finding your time was almost out, 
he resolved to wait quietly in the valleys, and see 
you had fair play after all, and help you to make 
a fresh start." 

" I am exceedingly grateful to Lord Colding- 
ham," said Claude fervently, " for his interest in 
the welfare of a poor fellow of whom he knows so 
little." 

" Why, you see, Claude, we know a good deal 
more of you than we did before we came into 
the valleys. Every one speaks well of you ; the 
Moderator especially ; and there were some that 
could not name you without tears." 

" And where are you now ?" 

"At an inn in Fenestrella. A rum sort of 
a place this, Claude ! — My lord was going to take 
a sketch of the fortress, just because it looked 
picturesque in the evening sun, hanging half-way 
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between earth and sky like Mahomet's coffin ; 
but they were down upon him in a minute ! No 
drawing to be made of their fortifications ! Oh, 
my goodness ! when every Frenchman in France 
may] prowl about our Dover Castle ! and for 
reasons good — ^because, in England, every man's 
house is his castle, and would be defended accord- 
ingly, so we don't set overmuch store on a solitary 
one stuck on a shelf. Well, here we are, you 
see, on our way to Italy; because Miss Eyre 
has married Sir Charles, and we're following in 
her wake. We had a splendidissimo wedding ! 
(I'm getting up my Italian, you see.) Bride 
veiled in French lace, three clergy to marry her ; 
twelve bridesmaids, six in pink scarfs and six in 
blue-celest; Miss Ellen all smiles and tears, 
Mrs. Hevans, ditto ditto ; carpet down to the 
carriage doors — crowd without — ^hurrays — ^bride- 
favours given at the church door — all the world 
to breakfast — lords and commons, nobilitatis cum 
dignitatis, (John Perry's library comprised the 
Port Royal Latin Grammar as well as Addison's 
Letters from Italy,) — no end of champagne and 
pink ice — speeches, toasts, and showers of tears — 
new post-carriage with four greys — postilions in 
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pink satin jackets, French maid and valet in the 
rumble : off to Naples two-de-sweet ! — 

— "Sir Charles is a diplomatt. So they've 
gone forward with bottle and bag, and we follow 
after like little Jack Lag — ^we're to pick them up 
at Tureen." 

At this moment a group of people with boughs 
in their hands joyously came towards them, and 
Claude found himself surrounded by a party of 
his old friends, including Franz, who had made 
this long journey to congratulate him on his 
liberation. His surprise and pleasure were so 
great that he fairly shed tears; and Lord Col- 
dingham and his daughter watching them from 
the inn- window, were affected by this simple 
triumph. 

It is not needful to relate what passed between 
Claude and Lord Coldingham, nor how Claude 
found that his Bibles had been destroyed, nor how 
Lord Coldingham insisted on his accepting the 
pecuniary amount of their value, to pay his way 
back to Germany, nor how long Claude remained 
in the valleys. When he recommenced his 
wanderings, he found his strength much dimi- 
nished by his winter's illness, and by his low diet 
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and sedentary life in prison. He had obtained a 
new supply of Bibles at Geneva; and he pro- 
ceeded towards his rendezvous with Pierrot at 
the time appointed. Just before he reached the 
spot, he came to a group of people sitting by 
the wayside, with a rude mule-Utter drawn up 
beside them, whom he presently recognised to 
be Fritz, PhUippa, and the little Albinos. Conrad 
knew him first, and darted towards him with 
joyful cries ; Josepha shyly hung back, but when 
he held out his arms to her, she joyfully sprung 
into them. She had a shade over her eyes, 
hardly more of a screen than those contrivances 
which ladies now call tiglies: it sufficiently pre- 
vented her being stared at by passers by, and 
permitted her to enjoy exercise and fresh air, 
instead of being cooped up in the cart, which 
had considerably improved her health and cheer- 
fulness. The whole party seemed comfortable 
together; and Claude, after partaking of their 
wayside repast, departed on his journey, well 
pleased to have seen them. He could hardly 
bring himself to judge of the little Albinos as 
fellow-mortals, there was something so wild, yet 
so shy about them: and the shriU cry which 
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Conrad had set up on first seeing him had sounded 
like the signal of the sentinel marmot. 

Having joined Pierrot, they crossed the Col de 
la Croix in safety, with more deliberation than 
Claude had done when he entered the valley. 
For some weeks they amicably journeyed together, 
like Christian and Hopeful, Pierrot insisting on 
carrying the bag; but they parted when they 
approached the confines of Germany, as Pierrot 
could make no way where French or Italian was 
not spoken ; but they arranged to meet again at a 
future time. 

Claude's first business was to take up the 
German Bibles he had left behind him on quitting 
the country: with these on his shoulders, he pro- 
ceeded serenely on his way. He did not tarry 
long anywhere till he approached the district 
where we found him at the commencement of 
this narrative. He first prepared to visit the 
Schillers, and see whether the good seed sown 
there had sprung up or withered. As he came in 
sight of their lonely cottage, he beheld the figure 
of a girl issuing from the threshold, bearing an old 
woman in her arms, whom, with some difficulty 
she carried beneath the lindens and placed on a 
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seat that surrounded one of the trees. Then she 
fetched a mat for her feet, then she brought a 
book from the cottage and sat down beside her 
and b^an to read aloud. As Claude drew near, 
he heard her in a low, sweet voice, repeating, 
"I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills from 
whence cometh my help. — My help cometh even 
from the Lord, who hath made heaven and earth. 
He will not suffer thy foot to be moved ; and he 
that keepeth thee will not sleep — " 

— " Some one is coming," said the young girl, 
interrupting herself — " Ah, I do believe it is the 
good man who gave me this book ! It is ! — 
Welcome, sir, welcome ! How often we have 
wished to see you ! " 

" And now that you are come, I can see you 
no longer," said the old woman, "for I have 
become bUnd ; but my Jaqueline is the comfort 
of my life — " 

"All owing to this blessed book," said Jaque- 
line, kissing it. "And it was you who gave it 



me. 



" He that goeth on his way weeping," said 
Claude, " and bearing good seed, shall doubtless 
come again with joy, bringing his sheaves with 
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him. I rejoice to see you reading to your mother 
— I was surprised to see you carrying her." 

"The burthen 6f a mother," said Jaqueline, 
" is always light." 

Schiller was at his work ; but his daughter and 
wife so earnestly entreated Claude to remain till 
he returned to his noon-tide meal, which was not 
far off, that he consented. Their lives were so 
monotonous that they had little to tell him ; 
he, on the other hand, had much to tell them ; 
and his narratives always included a word of 
exhortation. 

At length he was again on his road, and briskly 
stepping forward towards Hans and Lisa. As he 
came in sight of the little knoll, on which stood 
their cottage, glowing in the evening sun, it 
seemed but yesterday that he had approached it 
with Mother Agnes, and seen Lisa standing at the 
door, feeding her tame thrush. Perhaps, in the 
interim, she had married. He longed to know all 
about them. 

Just at this moment, a hen running across the 
road, frightened a horse approaching rapidly, who 
in consequence shyed, and threw his rider, and 
then galloped along the road. Claude, darting 
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forward, seized the bridle and stopped the horse, 
not without receiving a violent blow on the chest; 
and the shock laid him senseless on the ground, 
when the horseman presently came up to him, and 
found the horse standing quietly beside him. 

" Hey ! This is a bad business," said he — 
"Hilloa!" and he shouted and beckoned to 
some peasants who had already begun to run 
across the fields towards him, when they saw him 
thrown, but had paused when they saw the horse 
stopped. 

" Lift this poor fellow up," said the horseman 
authoritatively, " and get some water, one of you, 
— I fear he is stunned. Ha I he has broken a 
blood-vessel — this is a worse affair than I had 
supposed — I have been spared and he has been 
smitten ! Poor fellow, poor fellow ! Here, take 
him up gently, and bear him into that cottage — I 
know something of the people who live there ; 
they are kind-hearted, and wiU attend to him — " 

And Dr. Bauer, for it was he, superintended 
the removal of poor Claude into Hans' cottage. 
Hans had just finished a neat piece of cabinet- 
work, and was beginning to make some cheerful 
remark to Lisa, when she uttered a cry, and said. 
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'' Oh, father ! here is Dr. Bauer bringmg a dead 
man to us I " 

/'Dead?" cried Hans in dismay. 

" Dead or fainting," said Lisa, " some accident 
must have happened — how unlucky that granny 
should be from home ! Why, I do believe .... 
Yes, father ! it is Claude !" 

The next moment, the poor colporteur was in 
the strong arms of Haiis, who bore him into the 
kitchen as tenderly as if he had been an infant. 
Lisa, all in tears, obeyed Dr. Bauer's directions for 
his recovery; and the peasants, seeing their aid 
was no longer wanted, retired, after tying up the 
horse. 




•"m 




CHAPTER XVIII. 



CLAUDE IN .HARBOUR 



SILENCE! not a word!" said Dr. Bauer, 
laying his finger on his lips, as Claude 
opening his eyes, and looking round somewhat 
wildly, was about to speak. For a moment, the 
colporteur's mind was all in confusion ; but, the 
next instant, the sensation of pain and weakness 
at his chest, his loosened collar, the drops of 
water scattered on his face, the current of air 
blowing in on him, his recumbent posture, and 
the kind faces hanging over him, explained every- 
thing. He was content to be silent; he felt 
supremely happy. 

" I am bound to pay particular attention to this 
poor fellow's case," said Dr. Bauer, apolc^tically 
to Hans, " because he got this hurt in my service. 
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The best way would be to remove him to the in 
firmary, if it were not so full ; for I suppose you 
cannot accommodate him very easily here." 

" Do not think of removing him," said Hans, 
" he is a valued friend of ours, and was doubtless 
on his way to us when the accident occurred — we 
can't think of parting with him." 

" In that case, all is straightforward work," said 
the doctor ; "keep him still and cool, and perfectly 
quiet, and give him nothing but cooling drinks — " 

Lisa silently gave him a little lemon-water — 

— " And I will look in on him in the morning. 
It will do him no harm to remain on this settle all 
night. Your mother is not at home, I know, for 
she sat up last night with a patient of mine, but I 
shall be just in time to catch her before she leaves 
town, and will give her a pastrycook's ice ; and a 
piece of block ice to pound and lay on his chest in 
case the hemorrhage returns. Farewell." 

And pressing Claude's hand kindly, he nodded 
to Hans and Lisa, and left the cottage. Claude 
was on the point of speaking ; but Lisa, with a 
smile, held up her finger to forbid him, and 
sitting down on a stool by his side, with the 
lemon -water still in her hand, regarded him with 
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kind concern. He replied by a look so full of 
thankfulness and tenderness, that the modest 
colour rose in her cheeks ; but it died away the 
next moment, softly and imperceptibly, and the 
simplicity of her affectionate attention remained 
unimpaired. Hans now came from seeing the 
doctor ride off, and sat down by him. 

" Though you may not talk to us," said he, 
" we may talk to you, if we don't talk too much 
or too loud ; and I shall begin by saying how 
heartily glad I am, (and I am sure Lisa is the 
same,) to see you again under our roof. We have 
often talked of you, I promise you, and wondered 
whether we should ever see you again. My mother 
and Lisa thought not, but I always had a fancy 
that some day or other you would find us out. 
Many strange things have happened in your 
absence." 

" Better not tell him to-night, perhaps," said 
Lisa, gently. 

" Well, perhaps you are right ; though I 
thought he might sleep the better for knowing. 
However, Claude, you may, at all events, know 
that I have studied your blessed Bible day and 
night, ever since I saw you last ; and you will 
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doubtless be glad to hear that though I have given 
up making ' shrines for Diana/ I have plenty of 
cabinet-work, and never was more prosperous." 

" Here come the boys," said Lisa ; " perhaps, 
father, it will be better — " and she whispered to 
him the remainder of the sentence. Hans nodded 
approval. 

" Don't you go," said he, " I'll see to it my- 
self, for you are the better nurse." And went out. 

" And now," said Lisa, " I shall take up my 
sewing, and sit here quite quietly, so that you can 
sign to me for anything you want ; and if you have 
any long speech to make, you can write it on this 
slate ; but I think the best thing you can do will 
be to go to sleep. — Stay, I can make your pillow 
a little more comfortable — Granny will come 
home by-and-by, and be a better nurse than I 



am. 



As she smoothed his pillow, she saw his eyes, 
which had hitherto continually followed her, turn 
towards the empty niche in the opposite wall. 

" Ah," said she softly, " that's gone now — I 
know what you miss . . . And, Claude," lowering 
her voice, and hesitating a little, " I don't pray to 
St. Anne now." 

s 



M 



258 Claude the Colporteur. 

" Oh, Lisa ! " cried he, faintly, unable to keep 
silence any longer, " if I liked you so much when 
we thought so diflferently, what shall I do now if 
we think alike ? " 

A quick, universal blush spread all over her 
face and neck ; and had scarcely begun to fade 
away, when it deepened again and again,. varying, 
fading, and heightening like the sunset clouds on 
a beautiful summer evening. Claude, looking at 
her with intensity, thought he had never beheld 
any earthly being so charming ; but, as soon as he 
became conscious how uncomfortable he was 
making her, he looked away. On her part, she 
silently edged away her stool a little, so that she 
could neither be scrutinised face to face, nor see 
any sign he might make if he wanted anything ; 
and totally forgetful how bad a nurse she was 
hereby proving herself, she commenced sewing 
silently and diligently, nor ever stayed her hand 
till Mother Agnes came in. 

The good dame had already learnt from Dr. 
Bauer what to expect, and entered without any of 
the bustle of a vulgar housewife, but with the 
collected air of a professional nurse, in which 
capacity, indeed, her services were often put in 
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requisition. She came up to Claude and nodded 
and took his hand, as composedly as if they had 
parted but yesterday; and then set about making 
a few simple arrangements for his comfort. These 
done, she returned to him with the lemon- ice 
Dr. Bauer had sent him, and began feeding him 
with it ; seeing which, Lisa gathered up her work 
and was about to retire. But her grandmother 
suddenly called her back, with 

" Lisa ! you can do this as well as I ; and I 
have forgotten something. Take my place, child; 
only don't set him coughing by feeding him too 
fast." And she hastily went out. 

Lemon-ice is very pleasant in sultry weather ; 
and it is very pleasant to receive it from the hands 
of a lovely young woman ; especially if the reci- 
pient feels that it would be a very easy thing to 
fall in love with her. Though the ice-plate was 
of the coarsest Delft, and the spoon, of real imita- 
tion silver, had cost about three-pence, never had 
any luxury appeared to Claude so delicious ; he 
swallowed with the greatest deliberation, for the 
sake of prolonging the feast. ; nor did Lisa seem 
at all inclined to hurry him. As for the rest of 
the family, they were certainly supping in the 
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dairy, the pantry, or peiliqis the cow-house, to be 
oat of the way; bat jast as Claade had concluded 
his repast, Hans came in, and stepping up to him 
said, "The boys are going to bed, Claude, in a 
few minutes, but I thought, if it would not disturb 
you, we mi^t as weU have our family worship in 
here as usual/' Claude signified his pleased com- 
pliance; and Mother Agnes and the two boys 
came quietly in. 

Hans began by reading the hundred and fifteenth 
Psalm — " Not unto us, O Lord, not unto us, 
but unto thy name be the praise, for thy mercy 
and for thy truth's sake," &c. to the concluding 
" Praise the Lord." 

" Dear children," said he, when he had read to 
the end, "it is hardly possible to open the book of 
Psalms without coming to these words, ' Praise ye 
the Lord/ That is to say, don't praise this or 
that saint or holy apostle, nor ascribe glory and 
honour to any created being, however eminent for 
sanctity, but only to Him. ' Not unto us, O 
Lord, but unto thy name be the glory.* — ' Praise 
the Lord, ye his servants, O praise the name of 
the Lord!* It is nailed down and hammered well 
in. 'The fear of the Lord is the beginning of 
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wisdom : a good understanding have all they that 
do thereafter/ — They are on the right course ; the 
way that leadeth to life everlasting. You, Quentin 
and Max, have often sung ' Non nobis Domine,' 
without thinking much of the words, even if you 
understood them. — ^Well, this is the meaning of 
them, which I have just been reading to you in 
your own language; ' Not unto us, O Lord!' — ^and 
we will sing ' Non nobis' presently, because now 
you can sing not only with your lips but with 
your understandings also. ' Not unto us, O 
Lord, but unto thy name be the praise' — ^for 
what? — 'for thy mercy, and for thy truth's 
sake.' Yes 1 God is a God of mercy, and he 
is also a God of truth. He will not say one 
thing and do another. He said at the very be- 
ginning, that the wages of sin, even of such a sin 
as eating an apple contrary to his commandment, 
should be death — and death came into the world, 
and has reigned here ever since. Otherwise he 
would not have been a God of truth. He also 
said that the Son of Man, that is, Christ, should 
bruise the head of the serpent, that is, of the 
devil ; of sin : and therein he showed himself a 
God of mercy. And he has been a God of truth 
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in his promises as well as in his threats — he never 
fails in his word. Consequently, all who will 
avail themselves of his own terms of recon- 
ciliation, may have their sins forgiven for the sake 
of Jesus Christ — ^that is justification: — and be 
made free from the power of sin by the influence 
of the Holy Spirit — that is sanctification. And 
when they are justified and sanctified, they may 
truly exclaim, ' O grave ! where is thy victory ? 
O death! where is thy sting?' And now, dear 
children, remember what is justification and what 
is sanctification ; and how excellently God has 
proved himself to be to us a God of mercy as 
well as a God of truth. Let us pray." 

They all knelt do^Ti. After prayer, Hans took 
up his violin, and accompanied his children's 
voices in the sweet solemn anthem of "Non 
nobis, Domine !" They then kissed him, shook 
hands silently with Claude, and stole ofi* to bed. 
WTien Hans drew near to Claude, he was pained 
to see the tears trickling down his cheeks. 

" I am afraid this has been too much for you," 
said he tenderly. 

" Oh, no," said Claude. 

" Hush ! you must not speak." 



Claude the Colporteur. 263 

" But indeed I must," said Claude energeti- 
cally whispering, and drawing his friend's head 
close down to hira that he might hear what he 
had to say, "You have made me see myself in 
a new light; you have made me feel more 
strongly than I ever did before, that I am an 
unprofitable servant. I have done nothing, abso- 
lutely nothing, to glorify God ! I have wasted 
opportunities, evaded difficulties, squandered my 
one talent. "While you, with no privileges, no 
advantages, have made long strides towards the 
kingdom of heaven. In those few simple words 
to your children was embodied the sum of gospel 
truth ! " 

"Why, Claude, this is mere weakness 1" cried 
Hans in an expostulatory voice, " sheer weakness 
of body and mind ! /, a better teacher than 
you ? Why, who taught the teacher ? During 
the short time you abode with us, were not your 
words like goads ? and yet sweeter than honey ? 
My doctrine and yours is one and the same, 
because derived in both instances from the same 
source — the pure Word of Life : but my minis- 
trations are but the poor, weak shadow of yours, 
and all that they have of body in them, or of 
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soul, is derived from their original. There's 
nothing original in me, man ! — except original 
sin. But, you see, I'm in earnest. And you 
would never have made me so, if you had not 
been in earnest yourself. No, no, you are now, 
by God's providence, in great languor and depres- 
sion, and see things in a bad light." 

" I can never see myself in any but a bad 
light," whispered Claude. 

"But the right thing to do," pursued Hans, 
" is not to see yourself at all, but only the tn^ 
light, which is Christ. To keep your eyes upon 
the Light that came into the world that all men, 
through him, should be saved." 

"Right! right!" whispered the colporteur, 
pressing his hand. 

"Why, now," continued Hans, " if the Israelites 
that were bitten by serpents had kept poring 
over their wounds and aggravating their individual 
grievances, — ' See how bad / am ! ' — ' Oh, you're 
nothing to me!' — ^would they have got cured, 
think you ? They would have died, every man 
alive ! Instead of which, Moses bade them not 
contemplate their own wretched bodies at all, but 
to keep their eyes fixed on the brazen serpent." 
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" Right, right," reiterated Claude. 

" And that's what you must do, my dear 
friend. Don't begin to aggravate your sickness 
by dwelling upon this or that short- coming, and 
thinking that God won't forgive you, and you 
won't forgive yourself. We're all unprofitable 
servants, and when we have done our best, we 
have only done what was our bounden duty to do, 
— let that alone. God knows exactly what we 
are ; and yet hires us for his servants after all ; 
hires us with the wages paid in advance of his 
own blood; and if that won't melt us, what 
wiU? You are a sinner in his sight; so am I; 
but we're pardoned sinners, there's the gist of it ! 
The righteousness of God by faith in Jesus Christ 
is upon all them that believe ; there is no differ- 
ence ; for all have sinned, and come short of the 
glory of God. Where is boasting then ? it is 
excluded. By what law ? The law of faith ; by 
which alone even the just man lives." 

" Hans ! it is balm to my heart to hear you !" 

" Why, Claude, I'm only repeating your very 
own words, and the words of St. Paul. Come 
here, Lisa, and bid this dear man take comfort 
in God : though now, for a season, if need be, he 
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is in manifold temptations. You have made a 
Bible Christian of this giri^ Claude; mediately 
though not immediately — she is the very joy of my 
heart ! See how you have been the instrument 
of happiness to me. Nay, don't turn away, 
Lisa ; I will hold you fast. Sensitive as you are, 
you shall hear me for once say how I love you. 
I assure you, Claude, there has often been a little 
competition between us which should have your 
Bible — she on the watch till I had done with it, 
and I on the watch till she had done with it. 
At last the dear girl laid out the money I had 
given her for a pair of ear-rings or any toy or 
trinket she might fancy at the fair, on a Bible for 
herself; which she got with some little trouble. 
But even now, I must confess to you, yours con- 
tinues the greatest favourite with us both; chiefly, 
I believe, from its having come from you.*' 

As Claude's eyes slowly turned from one loved 
face to the other, he felt something of what 
Othello expressed of the fulness of joy, when he 
said, 

" Oh, if 'twere now to die, 
Twere now to be most happy.** 

" And we are not the only fruits of your good 
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seed," continued Hans, drawing Lisa yet closer 
to him and making her sit on his knee ; " there 
are other converts, some through my instru- 
mentality, some to whom you imparted the gospel 
of peace yourself. So that we are already a little 
church ; and we have a hired room in which we 
meet to read, and pray, and consult together on 
the word of God. This has not occurred with- 
out many drawbacks, and much persecution, you 
may be sure ; but still we keep our heads above 
water. Our grand want is of a pastor and 
schoolmaster; for you see, they consider us as 
excommunicated persons, and would chase our 
children from their schools even if we had not 
withdrawn them ; so that the poor boys get little 
or no learning : and we ourselves are in deplorable 
want of an accredited teacher ; so that, when you 
get about a little, the best thing you can do will 
be to supply these wants till we can get a regularly 
ordained minister ; for I am sure it will be some 
time before you can safely carry about that heavy 
bag." 

" And now, do you carry him into the room 
I have prepared for him," said Mother Agnes, 
" and help hira to undress ; for it will never do 
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for him to pass tbe n^t where he b. I have 
made everything comfortable^ and when you are 
in bed, Claude, I will come and tuck you up, and 
give you a stidc to hammer against the wall, in 
case you want anything in the nig^t.'' 

Claude got into his room without being carried; 
and he fell asleep and dreamed that Lisa was 
feeding him with lemon ice. 




CHAPTER XIX. 

LEMON ICE IS VERY NICE. 

WAS it not somewhat singular that a man 
whose soul had been ennobled for several 
years by the absorbing pursuit of a grand and 
holy purpose, should find nothing better to dream 
about than eating lemon ice? Was it not re- 
markable that the faith of a practised missionary 
should suddenly be at so low an ebb, as to make 
him grasp at a mere fragment of his own teaching 
restored to him by a poor unlearned brother in 
Christ, as a drowning man might catch at a 
plank? We are all liable to these ebbs and 
flows. The nature of Claude's illness was to 
bring down his strength very much, and make 
him as low as a weaned child. Happiness was 
almost too great for him to bear one moment. 
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and humiliation was almost too great for him to 
bear the next: whom the Lord loveth, he fre- 
quently thus chasteneth. Under this trial, it was a 
blessed thing that Hans was promoted to play, in a 
humble way, the part of Jonathan to David, when 
" he strengthened his hand in God." Jonathan, 
there can be little question, was immeasurably 
David's inferior in spiritual experience; and yet 
in his hour of trouble he was helpful to him and 
cheered his soul. 

Whether it were owing to the cool air which 
ventilated the little chamber through the case- 
ment Mother Agnes had left open, or to twenty 
drops of diluted sulphuric acid in a wine-glass full 
of water, which she administered to him just 
before he closed his eyes, certainly the first part 
of the night was spent in refreshing sleep and 
pleasant dreams. But when Mother Agnes, 
shading her lamp with her hand, stole in noise- 
lessly and without her shoes, to look upon him 
about two hours past midnight, a cold dew was 
on his brow, an ashen hue had settled on his 
countenance, and his features were contracted 
with pain. She cautiously placed the lamp where 
it would not shine in his eyes, and quietly seated 
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herself beside him in an old arm-chair, to watch 
through the remaining hours of darkness. 

Perhaps owing to her sedulous care, which 
would by no means allow of his leaving his bed 
till the physician had seen him, the perfect 
silence and stillness in which he was kept were 
favourable to his amendment ; for Dr. Bauer, 
who did not call till early in the afternoon, 
pronounced him to be doing as well as he had 
expected; though he would by no means hear 
of his sitting upright, or speaking above a 
whisper, while the dull oppressive pain at his 
chest lasted. He was glad he had had some quiet 
sleep at the beginning of the night. Claude 
gratefully whispered to him, " I think, sir, it was 
the ice, . ." 

"Oh, very well," said Dr. Bauer, smiling, 
" you are welcome, then, to have one set down 
to my account daily, if you think it worth 
sending for." 

Now, Claude had in fact had a second ice, 
which had been sent for and paid for by Lisa ; no 
one being in her confidence but Quentin, who 
undertook the commission. And though it w^as 
not quite so great a luxury the second day as the 
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firsts inasmuch as Quentin administered it^ and» 
possibly from his hands being rather warm, it 
would run about the plate, still Claude was 
grateful for the delicacy. After two or three 
days' seclusion and silence, he was promoted to 
the wooden settle in the kitchen, where he lay at 
length, reading the Bible all day ; with Hans at 
his work-bench a few yards oflF, and Lisa flitting 
in and out, hither and thither, in the performance 
of various little domestic ofiices. Yes, here was 
the poor colporteur fairly laid on his back, with 
no prospect of resuming his labours for a long 
time, if ever ; a consideration which sometimes 
filled his eyes with silent tears; and if nobody 
happened to observe them, well and good ; but 
sometimes little Max would come up and wipe 
them oflF, which made him feel ashamed ; or Lisa 
would suddenly leave oflF singing and look sad, or 
Hans would kindly take his hand for a minute, 
and bring forth some soul-strengthening text. 
And then he would smile, and fix his eyes again 
on his book ; and, the next time they looked at 
him, they would see his quiet face lit up with 
some inward lamp of faith and love that an 
invisible ministrant had kindled. 
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Now and then, two or three of Hans* brethren 
in the faith would drop in after working hours, 
and hold little extempore meetings for reading, 
prayer, and psalmody. Sometimes they attempted 
expositions, and had discussions ; and Claude was 
in a nervous fever to set thera right in two words, 
which yet they would not, in their tender care of 
him, let him speak. Then he would try to ex- 
press himself on the slate, and they would breathe 
on it and eflface what he had written in their 
awkward attempts to decjrpher it. In despair he 
would let them go on in their own way, and hope 
better times and better teaching were in store; 
and he tried to let patience have her perfect work 
in him, and to be content, since it was God's will, 
to be an inactive servant. One night, after one 
of these little meetings, there was a great smash- 
ing of the cottage windows. Hans put his head 
out, and asked what it was for. 

•' For harbouring your devil's-agent and hold- 
ing his synagogues," returned a brutal voice. 
" We'll break every pane in your casements 
before we have done with you." 

"So this is your Christianity, is it?" said 
Hans. " Suppose you step in and hear a little of 

T 
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mine. Wait a bit, I'll slip on pay clothes and be 
with you directly. We'll have a candle, and I'll 
read you a chapter or two out of my good book. 
I know who you are very well by your voices ; 
and you've done me no harm, but good ; for my 
book says, ' Blessed are they which are persecuted 
for righteousness' sake.' I'm coming down, my 
lads!" 

Of course, they were all off before he had 
opened the door. A few shillings repaired the 
mischief; and his windows were never broken 
again. 

The little boys had now no schooling, but 
German children are never in want of household 
or field avocations, so that they were usefully 
employed, one way or another, all day long. Still, 
their minds were lying fallow, in spite of Hans 
making each of them read a chapter in the Bible 
to him morning and evening; and when Claude 
began to amend, he was thankful to make the 
only return in his power for the kindness he was 
receiving, by attending a little to their writing and 
arithmetic. They sat on low stools beside him, 
so that he could overlook them as he lay on the 
settle, and speak to them in a low voice ; and. 
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when they were very good, (which indeed they 
were always,) he rewarded them with some 
account of his wanderings, his meeting with the 
httle Albinos, his losing himself on the Col de la 
Croix, and his imprisonment at Fenestrella. To 
such narrations would Max listen so greedily, and 
respond by such animated expressions of delight, 
that Lisa, tantalized beyond bearing, must needs 
bring her stool closer and listen too; sewing all 
the while and affecting only a moderate degree of 
interest. But Claude had read many pages of 
the human heart, and it was one of the dearest 
and sweetest experiences of his life when he 
found and knew himself to be winning his way 
into the sympathy of a girl whom, the more he saw 
of the beauty of her daily conduct, the more 
he esteemed. As for Hans, there are many per- 
sons who can think of and attend to two things at 
once ; but he could attend to three. Firstly, there 
was his handicraft work, which occupied his busy 
hands ; secondly, there was the Bible lying open 
at his side, on which he continually cast down his 
eye, taking in a verse at a time and committing it 
to memory; thirdly, his ears, which must have 
been pretty sharp, contrived to catch a good deal 
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of what was passing in undertones at the settle 
nearly behind him ; and one would almost suspect 
him of having had an eye at the bade of his head, 
he knew so well all that was going on there, re- 
joicing over it in his quiet heart. " They're in 
for it/' thought Hans ; " one and the other of 
them, fairly falling in love, and one's as good as 
the other, and there's not a pin to choose between 
them, nor any one else that I know of worthy of 
either, so I'm heartily glad of it ! " 

As for Mother Agnes, she was so busy out of 
doors, as to have little time to waste on specula- 
tions about what was passing at home — either her 
professional services as nurse were required, or 
there was the cow's fodder to collect, or there 
were the pigeons to kill, and carry to market, or 
the clothes to wash in the river — always some- 
thing to do ! And as for the changes that had 
taken place in the family, from one form of belief 
to another, she smilingly said " she did not see 
much difference." Yes ! the impracticable, im- 
penetrable, imperturbable old woman, with her 
great, deep-set, dark blue eyes and smiling lips, — 
eyes that, like Cardinal Consalvi's, seemed made 
to look into all mysteries, and lips that set ill- 
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humour and controversial heat at defiance, who 
was so shrewd, so keen, so benevolent, — said she 
did not think Catholicism and Protestantism had 
much difference ! There was no shaking that out 
of her, or coming round her, or making her 
swerve from that one grand axiom in the least. 
They were obliged to consider it lost labour, 
and to go on as comfortably all together as 
ever. 

One afternoon. Dr. Bauer looked in on them, 
and pronounced Claude to be in such a fair way 
of recovery, that there was no longer need of 
alarm for him if he would be but moderately 
careful. 

" You must return to your work by degrees," 
said the doctor. " What is it?" 

" Colportage, sir." 

" What ?" 

" Selling Bibles, sir, from house to house." 

" Ha ! I have heard of that trade before. 
There are not many, I believe, who practise it." 

" I think I am, as yet, the only one, sir, in this 
country." 

" Nay, I remember falling in with one of your 
brethren in our town, a year or so ago — " 
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*' That was me, sir." 

" Indeed ! I had quite forgotten you/' 

" You bought a Bible of me, sir." 

" Oh yes, I recollect." 

" Have you read it, sir?" 

" You silly fellow ! How should I have time ? " 

" We must all find time to die, sir." 

" So this is what I get by iny attendance 
gratis ! An extempore sermon ! " 

" Oh no, sir." 

" Oh yes, I say ! There's a good old saying, 
my friend, 'Let the cobbler stick to his last.* 
You undertake to cure men's souls — my time is 
devoted to their bodies — yours among the rest." 

"Yes, sir, and that was what made me think 
of your soul." 

"Why, you don't think me worse than my 
neighbours, I hope ? " 

" It is because, sir, you appear so -much better 
than the generality, that I can't forbear hazarding 
a word in season." 

" Always take care, though, my good fellow, 
that it is in season." 

" St. Paul, sir, ventured to be instant ' in sea- 
son and out of season.' " 
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" Ha ! I recollect, now, you knocked me down 
with St. Paul before. You swear by him." 

" Oh no, I don't swear 'at all." 

•' Well, I only meant figuratively, you queer 
fellow. You're a humourist, I know." 

" You said, sir, a cobbler should stick to his 
last. You must not be surprised then, if I stick 
to mine. Now, I was thinking, sir, that, whereas 
I have, as you say, the cure of souls, and you the 
cure of bodies, our Lord undertook the cure of 
both bodies and souls, and while he preached 
salvation, he went about healing all manner of 
diseases. What a glorious thing, sir, to unite the 
two ! What a field of action is that which lies 
before a Christian physician ! " 

*' I am not for clumping professions, my friend, 
A single one is enough for me, and demands a 
life-time. However, though my time is precious, 
and I have been gossipping with you a good while 
already, I will just mention a case that occurred 
to me in my practice within the twelvemonth, 
which will interest you, as a Bible had something 
to do with it. There was a genteel family living 
in our town some little time ago, named Wagner. 
One of the daughters had a complaint which 
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defied my art to make out ; I thought it nervous, 
she would have it was oi^anic However, nervous 
or not, she so wasted away under it that her life 
became endangered. Try what I would, she 
dedined day by day. All at once her disease 
seemed to have made a stand ; her pulse became 
less irritable and a little stronger; the peculiar, 
harassed expression of her face disappeared. I 
had no way of accounting for the change, and 
watched her very narrowly. One day when I 
called, nobody was at home to show me up 
stairs ; the maid had gone out and left the door 
ajar. I found my way up to Mrs. Amelia's 



room — '* 



"Mrs. Amelia!" repeated Claude. — "Yes, 



Sir — 



" She was dozing on the sofa, and in her 
relaxed grasp was a book. She had evidently 
been reading. It was in a rich case of green 
velvet lined with pink silk, but, on examining it I 
found it to be a Bible of very ordinary getting up 
— just such an one as you sold me. It was scored 
throughout with pencil-marks. I was examining 
it with some curiosity, when she awoke and 
caught me in the fact. ' Ah, doctor,' said she in 
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the gentlest voice, 'that is hardly fair of you — 
you know very well that book is prohibited ; but 
however that may be, I have received more good 
from it than from all your nostrums.* And I 
really believe she had. The fever of the mind 
being allayed, the body had fair play. When she 
became strong enough to travel, I sent them all 
off to the mineral baths." 

" Can you tell me, sir, how It fared with the 
poor artist ? " 

" What poor artist ? — Oh, Adolph Lizst, whom 
we found in the garret. Oh, we got up a little sub- 
scription for him when he got well, and sent him 
to Rome, where he is now. He's a clever fellow. 
Well, good bye; don't try to do too much at 
first. Remember, fair and softly wins the day." 

" What a nice man he is I " said Lisa, jsifter 
watching him ride away. " If I were a man, I 
think I should like to be a good physician." 

" Not a physician of souls, then," said Claude. 

"Well, that would be still better, certainly. 
Did you know anything of that Mrs. Amelia ? " 

" I sold her the Bible." 

— " Who's talking too loud ? " said Mother 
Agnes, coming in from the cow-house. 
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'* Nay, dear Mother Agnes, surely my tone was 
moderate enough/' 

However, he lowered it at her bidding, the less 
reluctantly as Lisa was sewing just within ear- 
shot, and every one else was at their own avoca- 
tions. The doctor's favourable opinion of him 
had raised his spirits; the prospect seemed to 
brighten before him ; he became animated on the 
subject of what he should do, and spoke so fast 
about it in his energetic whisper that Lisa was 
frequently obliged to say " hey? what? " and edge 
her stool a little nearer. 

By and by, Hans began to shake his shoulders 
with suppressed laughter. " Marry come up ! " 
thought he to himself, " marry has come up at 
last, or my name's not Hans. I'm sure that was 
the word ! Oh, that young puss ! And she sits 
there still ! No, she's going softly away. And 
he's lying quite quiet, as pleased as Punch, I'll 
warrant him, at having broached the subject." 





CHAPTER XX. 
Claude's day of rejoicing. 

I SUPPOSE, Claude," said Hans, as they 
were preparing to separate for the night, 
" we shall soon have to say good-bye to you 
now?" 

" Why?" said Claude, looking uneasy. 

" Oh, because you're such a restless wandering 
fellow, that you never stay long in one place. 
And the doctor has taken leave of you." 

" I am sure he is not fit to travel yet, father !" 
said Lisa hastily. 

"Who said he was, missy?" rejoined Hans, 
putting his arm round her waist, so that she 
could not get away, 

" Are you tired of me, Hans ? " said Claude. 

" Tired of you, my dear fellow ?" cried Hans. 
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" Why, I should like you to remain here always ; 
and so would Lisa ! '* 

Lisa here made a sudden movement to go off; 
which, having been foreseen, was prevented. 

" Then, if we are all of a mind/' said Claude, 
" why shouldn't I stay?" 

" That's just what / say," returned Hans ; 
" let us just go on as we are." 

" No, not just as we are," said Claude. 

" Why not ? " said Hans. 

" I have thought of an improvement on that 
plan," said Claude. 

" Let's hear it," said Hans. 

"I am afraid of what Lisa may say," said 
Claude, gently offering to take her hand, which 
was very decidedly put out of his reach, on her 
father's shoulder. 

" Oh, never mind her," said Hans, " what 
voice has she in the matter? The question is 
between you and me — shall you go or stay?" 

"And the answer," said Claude, "is, I will 
stay, — as the husband of Lisa— otherwise, (and 
his voice faltered,) the sooner I go the better." 

Here there was a violent and final effort made 
to get free, failing which, the imprisoned bird 



i 
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yielded to its bondage ; but Hans could feel the 
poor little heart beating piteously against his arm. 

" The answer is for her to make, rather than 
for me/' said Hans, " though I know what it 
will be. She won't have you." 

" I'd rather hear it from her than from you, 
though," said Claude. 

" Why, man ! don't you see she can't speak ?" 
said Hans. " Here's a colour for you !" 

"Father! you really are abominable!" said 
Lisa, giving him a push. 

"Well, if you've anything to say, why don't 
you say it ? Here's a straightforward man waiting 
for a straightforward answer. Will you not give 
it him, yea or nay? Dumb as a dormouse, 
Claude ! I'm sorry for you, my man. She's 
waiting for Caspar." 

" And I can tell you, father," cried Lisa, 
" that you are completely mistaken ! — ^And I wish 
you both a very good night ! " 

And with a sudden rush against his arm, she 
freed herself and ran off. 

" Well," said Hans, laughing, " are you satis- 
fied with your answer or not?" 

" Perhaps I should not be," said Claude, 
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"had not I obtained a rather more positive one 
before !" 

" What a shame ! " said Hans. 

" Why/' said Claude, " I meant to tell you 
this very night, only you forestalled me. In 
a word, dear friend, will you give me your greatest 
treasure? You will not have the heart to 
say no?" 

The two men graisped each other's hands. 

" The very thing I wished of all others, 
Claude!" said Hans. "And if you will con- 
tinue to live with us, there will be no difficulty. 
We have plenty and to spare, and shall shaire and 
share alike." 

" I hope to be soon able to put my full share 
of (earnings to the common stock," said Claude. 
" I have been thinking of your proposal of my 
becoming schoolmaster and Scripture -reader to 
our little church, till we are able to get an 
ordained minister, and then I will resume my 
colportage." 

" What will Lisa say to that ?" 

" Lisa sees the matter exactly as I do, and 
has consented. These will be my head-quair- 
ters." 
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" Well ! so be it ! My blessing be with 
you!" 

But though the father's blessing was so willingly 
bestowed, it was not so easy to obtain the blessing 
of the priest. Marriage is reckoned by the 
Roman Catholics among their seven sacraments ; 
and to receive one of these sacraments is virtually 
to acknowledge yourself a member of their church, 
however fraudulently bestowed, or under what- 
ever mental reservations accepted. Claude and 
Lisa were too consistently Protestant to think of 
being united on these terms; and the question 
was beginning to occasion them much perplexity 
and uneasiness, when providentially they learnt 
that a Protestant minister was in their neighbour- 
hood. To him they applied without delay, and 
after some necessary preliminaries, Lisa, who had 
almost begun to doubt whether she should ever 
get married at all, found herself converted into 
Mrs. Malan considerably sooner than she had 
expected. 

The good minister, interested in the account 
given by Claude of himself and the little knot of 
converts with whom he was connected, visited the 
infant church, which assembled, like the first dis^ 
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ciples, in " a large upper room," they having been 
already obliged by their Roman Catholic land- 
lords frequently to shift their quarters. About 
forty persons here drew together, who listened to 
M. Schloss with marked and earnest attention ; 
but when, a twelvemonth afterwards, he again 
visited the little flock, which had meanwhile been 
under Claude's charge, he was surprised and 
affected to find three hundred persons collected 
in a little chapel of their own, built by their own 
labour and subscribed for out of their own 
earnings. The following year the progress was 
still more extraordinary. They had obtained and 
were supporting an ordained minister ; they had 
built a school-house, the chapel was enlarged and 
filled to overflowing, and two or three hundred 
people, for whom accommodation could not be 
found, were hanging about the doors and windows. 
Claude, meanwhile, having planted, had left 
ApoUos to water. At the end of eighteen months 
from his marriage, he had resumed his wanderings. 
He made three or four progresses every year, re- 
turning to Hans' cottage as his head-quarters ; 
and when Lisa would tenderly persuade him to 
postpone his next journey a Uttle longer, he 
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would answer her with, "There is so much to 
do ! The fields are white unto harvest, and I am 
the only reaper ! " 

At length, after some years, he was surprised 
and delighted to encounter a fellow-labourer in 
the field. He was sent out by the Berg Bible 
Society ; and though not in the position of a 
regular hawker of the Scriptures, like Claude, 
being in connexion with the ecclesiastical autho- 
rities of Elberfeld, Claude gave him the right hand 
of fellowship, and wished him good speed. 

After this, in his various progresses, his path 
was crossed by another, and yet another, and yet 
another. A lively interest was beginning to mani- 
fest itself, not merely for the perusal of the New 
Testament, but for a practical application of the 
precepts found in it. The operations of the col- 
porteurs were gradually extending, their numbers 
were continually increasing ; and they were every- 
where received with an eagerness and cordiality 
truly astonishing. In the summer of 1833 Claude 
encountered his old friend and fellow-prisoner 
Pierrot, now a regularly paid and licensed col- 
porteur, who told him that about eight thousand 
copies of the Scriptures had, up to that time, 

u 
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been distributed in France ; through the agency 
of a hundred and fifty colporteurs. In 1837^ a 
hundred applicants for the same office presented 
themselves out of a very small district; forty- 
four of them were selected, and in four months 
they sold forty-five thousand copies of the Bible. 
Within fifteen years the sale had considerably 
exceeded a million. 

But Germany is a country "doubly barred." 
Nevertheless, an English agent of our British and 
Foreign Bible Society commenced operations in 
Belgium, taking a man with him to carry his 
carpet-bag ; and the success he met with in the 
sale of the Scriptures induced him to undertake 
their circulation on a wholesale scale. Great 
difficulties were encountered at first, but they 
were gradually conquered ; and some of the very 
governments which were at first most opposed to 
the system of colportage, at length granted the 
colporteurs legal permission to carry on their 
work. 

Claude may now sing Nunc Dimittis; or 
rather, he may say in his own loved native tongue, 
and does say continually, " Lord, now lettest thou 
thy servant depart in peace, according to thy word : 
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for mine eyes have seen thy salvation !" He has 
closed the eyes of his friend Hans, whose death- 
bed was a veritable euthanasia; as for Mother 
Agnes, she had died suddenly, and quite easily, 
many years before. Many young olive-branches 
gather round the colporteur's table ; he is in green 
and vigorous old age, but is beginning to rest 
from his labours ; his circuits are shorter, his 
rests longer, and his youngest boy carries his bag. 
Two of his grown-up sons are colporteurs ; a third 
is married, and manages the farm belonging to 
the patriarchal dwelling. His only daughter, who 
is to be married to the schoolmaster on her 
eighteenth birthday, and who is the darling of the 
house, is the very image of what Lisa was when 
Claude first saw her in the evening sun, feeding 
her thrush from her mouth. 
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bound in cloth ; or 17^ morocco antique, 

NINEVEH AND PERSEPOLIS : 

An HISTORICAL SKETCH of ANCIENT ASSYRIA and 
PERSIA, with an Account of the recent Researches in those 
Countries. 

By W. S. W. VAUX, M.A., op the British Musbum. 

" Mr. Vadx's work is well executed, and he gives an accurate and iuteresting 
summary of the recent discoveries made on the banks of the Tigris." — Athenaeum. 

" Fresh from the perusal of its immense array of facts, couched in pure phrase, 
and arranged in the most lucid order, we might be accused of enthusiasm, if we 
say it iB the ablest summary of history and modern investigation with which we 
are acquainted ; but, as most of our readers who open its pages will admit, our 
praise is far ft-om being exaggented."— Weekly Chronicle, 



Just Published, price Ss. in post Bvo. with numerous 

Engravings, 

THE CELT, THE ROMAN, 
AND THE SAXON: 

A HISTORY OF THE EARLY INHABITANTS OF BRITAIN, 

Down to the Conversion of the Anglo-Saxons to Christianity. 
Illustrated by the Ancient Remains brought to light by recent 
research. 

By THOMAS WRIGHT, Esq. M.A. F.S.A. 

CORRESPONDING MEMBER OF THE NATIONAL INSTITUTE OF FRANCE; 
HONORARY MEMBER OF THE ROYAL SOCIETY OF LiTERAltJRE, 

&C. &C. 



Wiotk^ h^ jHarttn JT. Cuppir, <f sfq. S.C.I* JF.m.^. 

Third Edition, in fcap. 8vo. price Ts. 6d. bound in cloth, 

With Vignette and Frontispiece, uniform with " Proverbial 

PhUosophy." 

BALLADS FOR THE TIMES, 

NOW FIRST COLLECTED. 

American Lyrics, 

Geraldine, A Modern Pyramid, Hactenus, 

A Thousand Lines, & other Poems, 

By Martin F. Tupper, D.C.L. F.R.S. 

" With smoothness of measure, Mr. Tupper's design is always excellent, and 
his versification is brought to bear upon things of no transient interest. It is 
one of the best characteristics of his labours, that he does not write for praise, 
but for tlie benefit of his fellow-men — not merely for time, but for eternity." — 
Belt's Alessengtr. 



In fcap. cloth, reduced to S«. 6d. 

PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY, 

Translated into French, 
With a Portrait of Mr. Tupper, after Pickersgill. 



Cheaper Edition, in One Vol. cloth, price Ss. 

THE CROCK OF GOLD, 

And other Tales. "With Illustrations by John Leech. 



Just Published, in fcap. 8vo. price Ss. cloth, 

KING ALFRED'S POEMS, 

NOW FIRST TURNED INTO ENGLISH METRE, 

By Mr. Tupper. 



Sniusftratetr Morftsf b^ Wi. %. Sartbtt. 



This day, 

The Pilgrim Fathers ; or the Founders 

of New England, in the Reign of James the First. Second 
Edition, super-royal 8yo. cloth, 128.; or morocco elegant, 21«. 

Pictures from Sicily. Illuftrated with 33 

Engravings on Steel, and numerous "Woodcuts. In super-royal 
8vo. price IQs. cloth gilt. 

The Nile Boat; or, Glimpfes of the Land 

of Egypt. Illustrated by Thirty-five Steel Engravings and 
Maps, with numerous Cuts. Third Edition, in super-royal 8vo. 
price 16a. cloth gilt; 28«. morocco gilt. 

Walks about Jerufalem and its Environs. 

Illustrated by Twenty-four Engravings on Steel, Two Maps, 
and many superior Woodcuts. Third Edition, in super-royal 
8vo. 12«. cloth gilt ; or 21«. morocco pit 

Forty Days in the Defert, on the ^Track 

of the Israelites; or, a Journey from Cairo, by Wadt Feiran, 
to Mount Sinai and Petra. Illustrated with Twenty-seven 
Engravings on Steel, a Map, and numerous Woodcuts. Fourth 
dition, in super-royal 8vo. price 12». cloth gilt ; or 21«. morocco 
gUt. 

Gleanings on the Overland Route. Illus- 
trated by Twenty-eight Steel Plates and Maps, and Twenty- 
three Woodcuts. Second Edition, in super-royal 8vo. Ids. cloth 
gilt ; or 2S8. morocco elegant. 

Footfteps of Our Lord and His Apoftles, 

in Syria, Greece, and Italy. A succession of Visits to the Scenes 
of New Testament Narrative. With Twenty-three Steel En- 
gravings, and several Woodcuts. Third Edition, in super-royal 
8vo. price lis. cloth, gilt edges ; or 26s. morocco elegant. 
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GENEEAIi CATALOGUE 

OF VOKKS PUBLISHED BT 

ABTHUB HALL, VIRTUE & CO. 

25, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON. 



ACKWORTH VOCABULARY, or English Spelling Book ; with the 
Meaning attached to each Word. Compiled for the use of Ackworth School. 
New Edition. ISmo. cloth, U. (Sd. 

AKERMAN (J. Y.).— LEGENDS OF OLD LONDON. Post 8vo. 

cloth, gUt, 3s. 6d. 

ALFRED DUDLEY; or, the Australian Settlers. Second Edition. 

With Nine Illustrations. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 6d, 

ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY 
AND THE LAWS OF MOSES, with a connexion between the Old and 
New Testaments, an Introductory Outline of the Geography, Political 
History, &c. By J. T. Whksleb, F.R.G.S. Fourth Edition, post 8vo. 
cloth, 5s. 6d. 

NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY; 

including, 1. The Four Gospels harmonized into one continuous Narrative. 
2. The Acts of the Apostles, and continuous History of St. Paul. 8. An 
Analysis of the Epistles and Book of Revelation. 4. An Introductory 
Outline of the Geography, Critical History, Authenticity, Credibility, and 
Inspiration of the New Testament. The whole Illustrated by copious His« 
torical, Geographical, and Antiquarian Notes, Chronological Tables, &c. 
Second Edition* revised. Post 8vo. cloth. 5s. 6d. 

OLD AND NEW TESTAMENT 

HISTORY, ABRIDGED FOR THE USE OF SCHOOLS. With Maps, 
2 vols. 18mo. cloth, 2s, 6d. each. 

THE HISTORICAL GEO- 
GRAPHY OF THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS. Illustrated wit i 
]^ive coloured Maps, and large View of Jerusalem, with a Plan of tbe 
Ancient City. Folio, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY OF THE HUMAN MIND, 
(MANUAL OF THE.) By Rev. J. Cjiblile, D.D. Fcap. cloth, 5«. 

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES; or, LECTURES on the BOOK of 
REVELATION. Delivered in Exeter Hall, and at Crown Court Church. 
By the Rev. John Cummino, D.D. New Editioks, revised and corrected, 
with Ikdices. Sixteenth Thousand. Three Vols. Fcap. cloth, gilt, 9s. 
each ; moroceo extra, SQs, 
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ART JOURNAL (The), an Uluslrated Jounial of the Fine Arts, the 
Arts of Design, Manufocture, fcc. &c. Published Monthly, with Two 
Engravings from the Vernon Galleiy, and between Forty and Fifty fine 
Engravings on Wood. 2$, 6d. 

— New Series, Volumes I. to V. EacH with 



Twenty-four Line Engravings from the •• Vehhom GAttERY," Twelve 
Engravings of Statues on steel, and about Eight Hundred Engravings 
on Wood. Sui>eT-royal 4tp. cloth, 11. 11«. 6d, each. 



— ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE of the Great 

Industrial Exhibition of 1851, containing upwards of Fourteen Hundred 
Engravings on Wood, and a Frontispiece on Steel. Imperial 4to. cloth, gilt 
edges, 21«. 

— — of the Great 

Exhibition in Dublin, with numerous Engravings. Cloth, gilt edges, 10«. 

ART OP CHESSPLAY. A NEW TREATISE ON THE GAME OF 
CHESS. By Gsokos Walkse, Esq. Fourth Edition, 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP WILLIAM JERDAN; With his Literary, 
Political, and Social Reminiscences and Correspondence, during the last 
Forty Tears, as Editor of the "Sun" Newspaper, 1812-17, and of the 
"Literary Gazette," 1817-<50, in connexion with most of the Eminent 
Persons who have been distinguished in the past half-century as Statesmen, 
Poets, Authors, Men of Science, Artists, &c.; with Portraits, &c. Now eom- 
plete. In 4 Vols, post 8vo. cloth, 2 Is. 

BAKEWELL'S (Prbderiok C.) PHILOSOPHICAL CONVERSA- 
TIONS, in which are familiarly explained the causes of many daily occnning 
Natural Phenomena. Third Edition, with Cuts. Fcap. cloth, Zs. 6d. 

BALLADS FOR THE TIMES, now first collected. American Lyrics, 
Geraldine, Modem Pyramid, Hactenus, A Thousand Lines, and Other 
Poems, by Martin F. Tuppbr, D C.L. F.R.S. Third Edition, with 
Vignette and Frontispiece, uniform with "Proverbial Philosophy," fcap. 
cloth, 7«. 6d. 

** With amoothnef* ofmeaaure, Mr. Tapper's dnign is always excellent, and his Tertificatlon 
is brought to bear upon thing* or no transient interest. It is one of the best eharacteriatics 
of his labours, that he dors not write for praise, but for the benefit of hlg feUow-men— 
not merely for time, but for eternity.**— BelTs Me$$enger. 

BAPTISMAL PONT (Thb), an Exposition of the Naturb and Obliga- 
Tiovs of Christian Baptism. With an Appendix By the Rev. John 
CuMMiNO, D.D. Fourth Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 

BARBAULD'S (Mrs.), LECONS POUR DBS ENFANS, depuia^Fage 
de Deux Ans jusqu*^ 'Cinq. Avec une Interpretation Anglais. New 
Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 

BARTLETT (W. H.),— FOOTSTEPS OF OUR LORD AND HIS 

APOSTLES, in Syria, Greece, and Italy. A succession of Visits to the 
Scenes of New Testament Narrative, With Twenty-three Steel Engravings, 
and several Woodcuts. Third Edition, super-royal 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 
lis. ; morocco elegant, 26s. 



— FORTY DAYS IN THE DESERT, on the 

Track of the Israelites; or, a Journey ftrom Cairo by Wady Feiran to 
Mount Sinai and Petra, with Twenty-seven Engravings on Steel, a Map, 
and numerous Woodcuts. Fifth Edition, super-royal 8vo. ©loth ftill gilt, 
12*. ; moxocco elegant, 21#. 
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BARTLETT (W. H.).— GLEANINGS, ANTIQUARIAN AND PIC- 
TORIAL, ON THE OVERLAND ROUTE, with Twenty-eight Plates or 
Maps, and Several Woodcuts. Second Edition, super-royal 8yo. cloth, 16«. ; 
morocco elegant, 28«. 

THE NILE-BOAT; or, Glimpses of the Land of 



Egypt. With Thirty-five Steel Engravings and Maps, and numerous Wood- 
cuts. Third Edition, in super-royal 8vo. cloth fiill gilt, 16«.; morocco 
elegant, 28«. 

PICTURES FROM SICILY. With Thirty- 



three Steel Engravings, and numerous Woodcuts. Super-royal Svo. cloth, 
full gilt, 16«. ; morocco elegant, 28«. 

THE PILGRIM FATHERS ; or, the Founders 



of New England in the reign of James I. With 28 Plates, Sec, Second 
Edition, super-royal 8vo. cloth, 12«. ; morocco elegant, 21«. 

SCRIPTURE SITEa AND SCENES, from 



actual Survey, in Egypt, Arabia, and Palestine. Illustrated by Seventeen 
Steel Engravings, Three Maps, and Thirty-seven Woodcuts. Post 8vo. 
cloth, gilt edges, 4«. 

WALKS ABOUT JERUSALEM AND ITS 



ENVIRONS. With Twenty-four Engravings on Steel, and Maps, and 
many Woodcuts. New Edition, super-royal Svo. cloth, full gilt, 12«.; 
morocco elegant, 2I«. 

BARTON (BERNARD),— LETTERS AND POEMS. With Memoir. 
Edited by his Dauohteb. New Edition, with Portrait, fcap. cloth, 8«. 6d. 
large paper, 10«. 

BASES OF BELIEF, an Examination of Christianity as a Divine 
Revelation by the Light of Recognised Facts and Principles, in Four 
Parts. By Edward Miall, M.P Second Edition, 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6d. 

BASKET OF FLOWERS ; or, Piety and Truth Triumphant A Tale 
for the Young. S2mo. cloth, gilt edges, 1«. 

BAXTER'S DYING THOUGHTS, with Essay by Db. Stbbbino, 
fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

BECKER'S OMNIGRAPH, or Universal Atlas; containing Thirty- 
one coloured Maps, Modem and Ancient, with Geographical Index. 4to. 
cloth, 10«. 6d, 

BELLENGER'S ONE HUNDRED CHOICE FABLES, imitated from 
La Fontaine. For the use of Children, and all Persons beginning to learn 
the French language; with a Diction art of the Words and Idiomatic 
Phrases, Grammatically Explained. New Edition, revised and corrected by 
C. J. Delillx, Professor at Christ's Hospital. 12mo. cloth, 2$, 

BERTINCHAMFS (G., a.m.) CONVERSATIONAL FRENCH 
GRAMMAR. In Progressive Lessons. A New Edition, by Dx La Yots. 
l2mo. bound, 2i. 6d. 

BEVERIDGE'S PRIVATE THOUGHTS, AND NECESSITY OF 
FREQUENT CUMMUNION, with Essays by Dx. Stxxxing. Two Vols, 
fcap. cloth, 5«. 

BINGLEY'S USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. Enlarged by Cooper. 

Seventh Edition. Two Vols. 12mo. cloth lit, 
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BOKAVBNTURE (ST.\— THE PSALTER OP THE BLESSED VIR- 
GIN. Translated from the last French Edition of 1852, and careftilly com- 
pued with the Latin. By the Rev. Johh Cummimg, D.D. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 

BOY AND THE BIRDS (Thb). By Emily Tatlob. With Sixteen 
fine Woodcuts, firom Lavdsbxk's Designs. 16mo. cloth, 2*. 64. 

BREMER,— HOMES OF THE NEW WORLD. Impreasiona of 
America. By Fkeokika B&kmsk. With Illustrations. Three Vols. 8vo. 
cloth, 1/. 11«. Bd. 

BRITISH CHURCHES (The) in Relation to the British People. By 
EowAKi) Ml ALL, M.P. Cheap Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

BUNYAN*S PILGRIM'S PROGRESS, with Woodcuts, and Memoir 
by J. A-. St. Johh. Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 3«. Bd» 

BUTLER'S ANALOGY OF RELIGION; with Introduction by 
Db,. CmoLT. Portrait. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CAMPBELL (Majob Walteb),— THE OLD FOREST RANGER ; or, 

Wild Sports of India on the Ne;Ugherry Hills, in the Jungles, and on the 
Plains. New Edition. With Illustrations on Steel. Post 8to. cloth, Bs. 

CAMPBELL,— PEACE IN BELIEVING, a Memoir of Isabella 
Campbell. New Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s, 6d. 

CANADIAN CRUSOES; a Tale of the Rice Lake Plams. By 
Mrs. Tkaill, (late Catharine Parr Strickland,) Authoress of ** The Back- 
woods of Canada," &c. Edited by Aonss Strickland. With numerous 
Illustrations by Hakvst. Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 6s. 

CARLILE (Rev. J., d.d.),— MANUAL OF THE ANATOMY AND 

PHYSIOLOGY OF THE HUMAN MIND. Fcap. cloth, 5«. 

CASTLES AND ABBEYS OF ENGLAND (The). By W. Beathe, 
M.D. With numerous lUustrations. Two Vols, imperial 8vo. cloth, 
21. LOs. 

CASTLES, PALACES, AND PRISONS OP MARY QUEEN OP 
SCOTS. By Charles Mackie, Esq., with Forty-eight Illustrations, 
royal 8to. cloth gilt, I5s. 

CELT, ROMAN, AND SAXON (The); a History of tbe Early 
Inhabitants of Britain, down to the Conversion of the Anglo-Saxons to 
Christianity. Illustrated by the Ancient Remains brought to light by recent 
research. By Thomas Wright, Esq. M.A. F.S.A. With numerous 
Engravings. Post 8vo. cloth, 8*. 

CERIONI (SiGNOB),— A NARRATIVE OF THE CONVERSION 
FROM POPERY of the Rev. G. Cerioni and the Rev. L. D. Moscardi, 
formerly Padre Berardo da Jesi, and Padre Leonardo daCamarda. Including 
several Letters, and much interesting information. Second Edition. 12mo. 
cloth, 2s. 6rf. 

CHARLIE'S DISCOVERIES; or, a Good use for Eyes and Ears. 
With Cuts by Williams. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

CHEMISTRY NO MYSTERY ; being the Subject Matter of a Course 
of Lectures by Dr. Scoffem. Illustrated with Diagrams and Woodcuts 
Second Edition, revised and corrected, with Index. Fcap. cloth, 3«. 6rf. 
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CHERRY AND VIOLET : a Tale of the Great Plague. By the 
Author of " Mary Powell." With Frontispiece, price 7«. 6d. cloth, antique. 

CHRISTIAN IN PALESTINE ; or, Scenes of Sacred History. By 
Henrt Stebbino, D.D., Illustrated with Eighty Engravings on Steel 
from designs by W. H. Babtlbt^t, 4to. cloth, gilt edges, 2/^ 2«. 

CHRISTIAN LIFE (The), a Manual of Sacred Verse. By Robebt 
MoKTGOMEBT, M.A. Second Edition, fcap. cloth, 7«. 6d. 

••m 

CHURCH BEFORE THE FLOOD (The). By the Rbv. John 
CuMMiNO, D.D. Third Thousand, fcap. cloth, fuU gilt, 9«. 

CITY SCENES ; or, a Peep into London. With many Plates. 16ma 
cloth, 2s. 6df. 

CLAUDE THE COLPORTEUR. By the Author of " Mary Powell." 
With Coloured Frontispiece after Wabren. Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

COBBIN (Rev.Inoram,m.a.),— DR. WATTS'S DIVINE AND MORAL 
SONGS FOR CHILDREN. With Anecdotes and Reflections. With 
Frontispiece and Fifty-seven Woodcuts. New Edition. 18mo. cloth, 1«. ; 
with gilt edges. Is. 6d. 

COLA MONTI ; or, the Story of a Genius. A Tale for Boys. By the 
Author of "How to win Love." With Four Illustrations byFBAMKLiM. 
Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

COLLETTE'S (J. H.) ROMANISM IN ENGLAND EXPOSED. 
Second Edition, enlarged and improved, fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 



POPISH INFALLIBILITY. Sewed Is. 



COLLOQUIES OF EDWARD OSBORNE (The), Citizen and Cloth- 
Worker of London, as reported by the Author oT ♦• Maiy Powell." Second 
Edition, post 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. ; morocco antique, lis. 

COMMUNION TABLE (The); or, Communicant's Manual. A plain 
and Practical Exposition of the Lord's Supper, by Rsv. Johh Gumming, 
D.D. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, S«. 

COTTAGE IN THE CHALK-PIT. By C. A. Mant. 18mo. 
cloth, 2s. 

CROCK OP GOLD (The). A Tale of Covetousness. By Mabtin 
F. TuppEK, D.C.L. F.R.S. With Frontispiece by John Lesch. Post 8vo. 
Is.ed, 

CROSLAND'S (Mrs. Newton) STRATAGEMS. With Cuts. 16mo. 

Cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

TOIL AND TRIAL, a Story of 

London Life. With Frontispiece by John Leech. Post 8vo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

CROSS' (Robert, m.d.) PHYSIOLOGY OF HUMAN NATURE, 
being an investigation of the Physical and Moral Condition of Man in hia 
Relation to the Inspired Word of God. 8vo. cloth, 6«. 

CROWE'S (Catharine) PIPPIE'S WARNING; or, the Adventures 
of a Dancing Dog. With Cuts. 16mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2*. M. 
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CUMMINO (Rev, John, d.d.),— APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES; or, 

: LBcrvmss on the Book or Rktsi.atiov, delireied in Exeter Hall, and 

Crown Court Church. New Editions, roTised and corrected by the Author, 
with Index, Arc. Sixteenth Thousand. Three Vols, cloth, ftill gilt, 9s. each. 

THE BAPTISMAL FONT; an Expoaition of the 

Nature and Obligations of Christian Baptism. With an Appendix. Third 
Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt edges, it. / 

: THE CHURCH BEFORE THE FLOOD. Third 



Thousand. Fcap. cloth, ftill gilt, 9s. 

I THE COMMUNION TABLE; or, Communicant's 

i Mahual: a plain and practical Expositioh of the Lokd's Suppsb,. 

I New Edition. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

DAILY FAMILY DEVOTION; or, Quidb to Family 



WoatHiP. 4to. cloth, 21«.; or with Plates, i5s. 

EXPOSITORY READINGS FROM THE BOOK OF 



REVELATION. A short and continuous Commentary on the Chapters 
or Lessons read on Sunday Evenings, in the Scottish' National Church, 
Crown Court, Covent Garden. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 7s. Bd. 

THE FINGER OF GOD. Third Edition. Fcap. 



cloth, 2s. M. 



FORESHADOWS; or. Lectures on our Lord's 

MiKACLEs and Parables, as Earnests of the Age to come. Fifth Thousand. 
Two Volumes uniformly printed. With Designs by Frakklxk. Cloth, 
full gilt, 9s. each. 



HAMMERSMITH PROTESTANT DISCUSSION, 

between the Rxv. John Cummino, D.D. and Daniel French, Bko., 
Barrister-at-Law. Cheap Edition. Tenth Thousand, post 8vo. cloth, 6s. 

INFANT SALVATION ; or. All Saved who Die in 

Infancy. Specially addressed to Mothers mourning the Loss of Infimts 
and Children. Fourth Edition. Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 2s, 



IS CHRISTIANITY FROM GOD? A Manual of 

Christian Evidences for Scripture Readers, Sunday School Teachers, City 
Missionaries, and Young Persons. Tenth Edition. Fcap. 3s. cloth. 

LECTURES ON THE SEVEN CHURCHES OF 

ASIA MINOR. [Apoealyptic Sketches. Third Series.] Illustrated by 
Wood Engravings representmg the present state of the Apostolic Churches. 
Eleventh Thousand. Fcap. cloth, full gUt, 9s. 

LECTURES FOR THE TIMES; or, Ulustrationa 

and Refutations of the Errors of Romanism and Tractarianism. New 
Edition, fcap. cloth, 6s. 



LECTURES TO YOUNG MEN. A Collected edition, 

with additions. [In preparation. 

A MESSAGE FROM GOD ; or. Thoughts on Religion 



for Thinking Men. Fourth Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 

OUR FATHER; A Manual op Family Pratkbs 



for General and Special Occasions, with Short Prayers fbr Spare Minutes, 
and Passages for Reflection. Sixth Edition. Fcap. cloth, gUt edges, S*. 
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CUMMINa (Rev. John, d.d.),— OCCASIONAL DISCOURSES. New 

Edition. Two Vols. fcap. cloth, S*. 

PROPHETIC STUDIES; or, Lectures on tha Book 



OF Daviel. Ninth Thousand. Fcap. cloth, full gilt, 9«. 

PULPIT PSALMODY. The Psalms and Paraphrases 

according to the Version of the Church of Scotland, with names of suitable 
Tunes, Explanations of each Psalm, and a Supplement of Hymns and 
Doxologies for Special and Missionary occasions; to which are prefixed 

' Prayers and Passages from John Knox's Book of Comm<m Prayer, as 
drawn up at the Reformation, also the Confession of Faith and Shorter 
Catechism. Fcap. cloth, is. 6d. ; roan, 5s. ; morocco, 6s. 6d. 



PSALTER OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Written 

by St. Bonaventukb. Translated from the last French Edition of 1852, 
and carefully compared with the Latin. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 

SABBATH EVENING READINGS ON ST. MAT- 



THEW, complete, with Frontispiece. Fcap. cloth, 5s. 

ST. MARK, 

complete, with Frontispiece. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

SALVATION. A Sermon preached before the Queen. 

Twentieth Thousand. Sewed, 6d. 

TENT AND ALTAR- or. Sketches of Patriarchal 



Life. With Vignettes. Fcap. cloth, full gilt, 9s. 

WELLINGTON. A Leotube. New and Enlarged 



Edition, with Valuable Additions. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d 

DARTON (MaboabetE.),— THE EARTH AND ITS INHABITANTS. 
With FrontLspiece. Second Edition, crown 8vo. cloth, 5s. 

DECOY (The) ; or, an Agreeable Method of Teaching Children the 
elementary Parts of English Grammar. Sewed, 1«. 

DE LA VOTE'S (Mabin) NEW CRITICAL FRENCH PRONOUN- 
CING VOCABULARY, with Exercises on Reading, and Critical Rules for 
French Pronunciation. 12mo. bound, 2s. 

DESLYON'S FRENCH DLAXOGUES, Practical and Familiar, con- 
structed so as to enable all Persons at once to practise Conversing in the 
French Language; with Familiar Letters in French and Ekolish, 
adapted to the capacities of Youth. New Edition, 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 



FRENCH TUTOR ; or, Practical Exposition of the 

best French Grammarians, with familiar Exercises and Questions on every 
Rule, to serve for Examination and Repetition Third Edition, 12mo. 
cloth, is. 

DIALOGUES BETWEEN A POPISH PRIEST AND AN ENGLISH 
PROTESTANT, wherein the Principal Points and Arguments of both 
Religions are truly Proposed, and fully Examined. By Matthew Poole. 
New Edition, With the References revised and corrected. By the Rev. 
JoHH CuMMiNO, D.D. 18mo. cloth, 1«. 6d. 

DOCTOR'S LITTLE DAUGHTER (The). The Story of a ChUd'a 
Life amidst the Woods and Hills. By Eliza Metetard, with numerous 
Illustrations by Harvst. Fcap. cloth, gUt edges, 7s. 6d, 

DOUBLE CLAIM (Thb), a Tale of Real Life. By Mrs. T. K. Hervey. 
With Frontispiece by Weir. Post 8vo. 1«. 6d, 
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DRAWING-ROOM TABLE-BOOK, with Twenty niustratunui on 
Steel. Edited by the Author of " Mary Powell," 4to. cloth, gUt edges, 1/. 1«. 

EARTH AND ITS INHABITANTS (The). By Mabgaret E. Dabtoit. 
Second Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown Svo. cloth, 5». 

EDDY'S (DANIEL C.) HEROINES OF THE MISSIONARY EN- 
TERPRISE; or, Sketches of Prominent Female Missionaries. With 
Preface by the Rev. John Cummino, D.D. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 
gilt edges, is. 6d, 

EMILIE, THE PEACE-MAKER. By Mbs. Gbldabt. Frontispiece, 
fcap. cloth, 2$. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3«. 

ENGLISH STORIES OF THE OLDEN TIME. By Mabia Hack, 
a New Edition. With Vignettes by Hakvst. [In preparation, 

EUPHONIA : Portiona of Holy Scripture marked for Chanting, with 
Fort^ Chants arranged for the Voice and Organ, or Pianoforte. Third 
Edition, post Svo. cloth, gilt edges, %». 

EVENINGS AT HOME; or, the Juvenile Budget opened. By 
Dr. Aikeh and Mrs. Barbauld. Sixteenth Edition, revised and newly 
arranged by Arthur Aikek, Esq. and Miss Axkxn. With Engravings by 
Harvet. Fcap. cloth, S«. 6d. 

EXPOSITORY READINGS ON THE BOOK OF REVELATION, 

forming a short and continuous Commentary on the Apocalypse. By 
Rbv John Cummino, D.D. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 1: 6d. 

FARR*S (Edwabd) MANUAL OF GEOGRAPHY, Physical and 
Political. For the use of Schools and Families, with Questions for Exami- 
nation. With Illustrations. Fcap. cloth, 3«. 

FELTON'S (J.) IMPROVED METHOD OF PERFORMING COM- 
MERCIAL CALCULATIONS ; representing the Science of Arithmetic in a 
New Light. A Book of Greneral Utility. Containing, among other matter, 
a ftill Illustration of the Theory of Proportion and the German Chain RuleJ 
12mo. cloth, 2s. 

— THE TEACHER'S .MANUAL OF MENTAL 

ARITHMETIC ; displaying a Simple Method of successftilly Communica- 
ting Instruction in that most useful Science. Together with a KEY TO 
THE CALCULATIONS. 12mo. cloth, 2*. 

FIRESIDE STORIES; or, Recollections of my Schoolfellows. Third 
Edition, with Thirteen Illustrations. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

FLETCHER (Rev. Alexander, d.d.),— A GUIDE TO FAMILY 

DEVOTION, containing 730 Hymns, Prayers, and Passages of Scripture, 
with appropriate reflections. The whole arranged to form a Complete ar.d 
Distinct Family Service for every Morning and Evening in the Year, with 
Illustrations. Fortieth Thousand, revised, 4to. cloth, gilt edges, 1/. 6«. 



— SABBATH SCHOOL 

PREACHER AND JUVENILE MISCELLANY. With Numerous Illus- 
trations. Complete in Three Vols. fcap. cloth, Is. each. 



Divided into Fifty-two Lessons. Sewed, 8d. 



ASSEMBLY'S CATECHISM. 
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FOOTSTEPS OF OUR LORD AND HIS APOSTLES, IN SYRIA 
GREECE, AND ITALY. A succession of Visits to the Scenes of New 
Testament Narrative. By W. H. Bartlett. With Twenty-three Steel 
Engravings, and several Woodcuts. Third Edition, super-royal 8vo. cloth, 
gilt edges, lis. ; morocco elegant, 26«. 

FOOTSTEPS TO NATURAL HISTORY. With Cuts. 16mo. 

cloth, 2«. 6d. 

FORESHADOWS ; or, LECTURES on our LORD'S MIRACLES and 
PARABLES, as Earnests of the Age to come. By Rev. John Cummino, 
D.D. Fifth Thousand. With Designs by Franklin. Two Vols. Fcap. 
cloth, ftill gilt, 9«. each. 

FORTY DAYS IN THE DESERT, ON THE TRACK OF THE 
ISRAELITES ; or, a Journey from Cairo by Wady Feiran to Mount Sinai 
and Fetra. By W. H. Bartlxtt, Illustrated with Twenty-seven En- 
gravings on Steel, a Map, and numerous Woodcuts. Fifth Edition, super- 
royal 8vo. cloth, full gilt, 12«. ; morocco elegant, 21«. 

FRANK FAIRLEGH ; or, Scenes from the Life of a Private Pupil. 
By F. E. Smedley, Esq. With Thirty Illustrations, by George Cruik- 
■HANK. 8vo. cloth, 16«. 

FRENCH AND ENGLISH PRIMER. With One Hundred En- 
gravings on Wood. Sewed, 6d, 

GAYAZZI (Father) LIFE OF. By Cakfanelli, in English or Italian. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 1«. 6d. each. 

GELDARTS (Mrs. Thomas) LOVE, A REALITY, NOT ROMANCE. 

With Cuts by Gilberi. Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 



ELDER BROTHERS. 16mo. cloth, 9d. 

EMILIE, THE PEACE-MAKER. Fcap. 

cloth, 2s. 6d. ', gilt edges, 3s. 

STORIES OF SCOTLAND. Fcap. cloth. 



is. 6d. i gilt edges, 3s. 



2s. Bd. 



THOUGHTS OF HOME. Fcap. cloth, 



TRUTH IS EVERYTHING. Second 

Edition. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3«. 

GEMS OF EUROPEAN ART. The beat Pictured of the best Schools, 
containing Ninety highly-finished Engravings. Edited by S. C. Hall, Esa. 
F.S.A. Two Vols folio cloth, gilt edges, 5/. 

GIBBON'S DECLINE AND FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE. 
Illustrated Edition, with Memoir of the Author, and additional Notes, 

Principally referring to Christianity. From the French of M. Guizot. 
wo Vols, super-royal 8vo. cloth gilt, U. I6s. 

GILES'S (Jas.) ENGLISH PARSING LESSONS Seventeenth 
Edition. l2mo. cloth, 2s. 6d, 

GLEANINGS, ANTIQUARIAN AND PICTORIAL, ON THE 
OVERLAND ROUTE. By W. H. Bartlett. With Twenty-eight Plates 
and Maps, and numerous Woodcuts. Second Edition, Buper-royal 8vo. 
cloth gilt, 16«. ; morocco elegant, 2A«. 
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GODWIN (Rev. B., d.d.),— THE PHILOSOPHY OF ATHEISM 

EXAMINED, AND COMPARED WITH CHRISTIANITY. A Course 
of Popular Lectures, delivered at Bradford, Yorkshire, in January &nd 
February, 185S. Third Edition. Fcap. cloth, 3«. 

QMBVE (John),— THE FARMER'S ASSISTANT, AND AGRICUL- 
TURIST'S CALENDAR. New and Enlarged Edition. Fcap. cloth, 4«. 

GRIFFITH'S (Ralph T. H., ila. m.b ajl) SPECIMENS OF OLD 
INDIAN POETRY. Translated ttom the Original Sanskrit into English 
Verse. Post 8vo. cloth, 5s, 

HACK'S (Mama) ENGLISH STORIES OF THE OLDEN TIME. 
Vignettes by HAnvsT. New Edition. Two Vols. [/» preparation. 

GRECIAN STORIES. With Thirty-eight lUtiBtrations by 



GiLBsnT. ISmo. cloth, 6«. 



HARRY BEAUFOY; or, the PupU of Nature. New 



Edition, with Cuts by LAHDsnsn. 18mo. cloth, 2$, 



— STORIES OF ANIMALS. Adapted for Chadren from 
Three to Ten Years of Age. With Illustrations. Two Vols. 16mo. cloth, 
If. each. 

■WINTER EVENINGS; or, Tales of Travellers. New Edition. 



Illustrations by Gilbert. Fcap. cloth, 3*. Bd. 

HAIGH'S (J., A.M.) LATIN POCKET DICTIONARY ; designed for 
the Junior Forms in Schools. New Edition, 18mo. bound, 2s, 6d. 

HAIRBY'S RAMBLES IN NORMANDY, with Eight Engravings 
after Tukhxr and Stamvibld, and numerous Woodcuts. 4to. cloth, gilt 
edges, 5«. 

HALL (Mrs S. C.),— PILGRIMAGES TO ENGLISH SHRINES. 
With Notes and Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. New and 
cheaper Edition. In One Vol. 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 21«. 

CoKTBKTS. — Bunyan, Hampden, Hannah More, Sir Thomas Gresham, Thomas 
Gray, Chatterton, Richard Wilson, Andrew Marvel, John Stow, Sir Nicholas Crispe, 
Caxton, Shaftesbury House, James Barry, Dr. Watts, Lady Mary Grey, the Man of 
Ross, Hogarth, Gainsborough, I«aac Walton, William Penn, Wren, Lady Rachel 
Russell, Edgeworthstown, Sir Thomas More, Jane Porter, Sir Richard Lovelace, 
Grace Aguilar, Burke, Clarendon House, Flaxman, Eyam, Edmund Bird, Mrs. 
Hofland, Chertsey. 

— TALES OP WOMAN'S TRIALS. 



With Illustrations. 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 8s. 

• (Mr. AND Mrs. S. C.) IRELAND, ITS SCENERY AND 
CHARACTER. New Edition, with numerous Engravings on Steel, Maps, 
and Five Hundred Woodcuts. Three Vols, royal 8vo. cloth, 3/. Zs. 

• HANDBOOKS FOR IRELAND, with numerous Illustrations. 

No. 1.— DUBLIN AND WICKLOW. 
No. 2.— THE SOUTH AND KILLARNEY. 
No. 3.— NORTH AND THE GIANT'S CAUSEWAY. 
No 4.--THE WEST AND CONNEMARA. 
16mo. cloth, flap, gilt edges, 5s. each. 
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HALL (Mr. and Mrs. S. C.),— A WEEK AT KILLARNEY, being 
a Guide to Tourists to the Lakes of Killarney. Illustrated by Twenty 
Engravings -on Steel, and One Hundred and Ten Woodcuts. New Edition, 
4to. cloth, S*. 

(Bkhop),— -TREATISES, with Essay by Rev. R Cattebmole, 

B.D. Fcap. cloth, 2s, 6d. 

HAMMERSMITH PROTESTANT DISCUSSION (The), between Dr. 
CuMMiNo and Mb. Fkxhch. Cheap Edition, Tenth Thousand, crown 8yo. 
cloth, 6s. 

HAPPY TRANSFORMATION ; or, the History of a London Ap- 
prentice. With Preface, by Rev. J. A. Jamxs. 18mo. cloth, Is, 

HEART ; a Tale of False-witness. By Martin F. Tupper, D.C.L. 
With Frontispiece by Lbbch. Post 8vo. cloth, Is. $d. 

HENDRY'S HISTORY OF GREECE. In Easy Lessons. Adapted 
to Children of from Six to Ten Years of Age. With lUustrations. l8mo. 
cloth, 2s. 

HISTORY OF ROME. In Easy Lessons. Adapted for 

Children of from Six to Ten Years of Age. With Illustrations. 18mo. 
cloth, 2s. 

HEROINES OF THE MISSIONARY ENTERPRISE; or, Sketches 
of Prominent Female Missionaries. By Danibl C. Eodt. With Preface 
by the Rev. John CuMMiNa, D D. Second Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 
2s. 6d. 

HERVEY (Mrs. T. K.),— THE DOUBLE CLAIM, a Tale of Real 
Life. With Frontispiece by Wxib. Post 8vo. 1«. 6d. 

JUVENILE CALENDAR (The) AND 



ZODIAC OF FLOWERS. With Twelve Illustrations of the Months, by 
Richard Dotlx. Post 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 3«. 6d. 

HIOaiNS' (Wm.) RESEARCHES IN THE SOLAR REALM, Fcap. 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

HISTORICAL PRINTS OF ENGLISH HISTORY. By Emily Taylor. 
Fourth Edition, revised and enlarged, with numerous Illustrations, 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Representing the principal events in the 



HISTORY OF GREECE. With many Cuts. Fcap. eloth, 2s. 6d. 

HOFLAND LIBRARY; for the Instruction and Amusement of 
Youth. Illustrated with Plates, and handsomely bound in embossed 
Scarlet Cloth, with Gilt Edges, See. 

FIRST CLASS, in l2mo.— Price 2s. 6d. 

1. MEMOIR of the LIFE and LITERARY REMAINS of MRS. HOFLAND. 

By T. Ramsat, Esq. With Portrait. 



2. ALVBXP CAMrBXLL. 

S. Decision; a Tale. 

4. Ekxrot. 

5. FoRTiTvnx. 

6. Humility. 



8. MonxxATiov. 

9. Patixwck. 

10. rxflxctiov. 

11. sxlv-dxmial. 

12. YoukoCapxt. 



7. IhtxoxittI 19. Yomro PiLOBXK. 
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S^OND CLASS, in l%mo.— Price U. 6d, 

1. AoBLAiDS; or, Massacre of St. Bartholomew. 

8. ArvECTiONATB Brothbks. 

8. Alicia and hbr Aunt; or, Think before you Speak. 

4. Barbados Gibl. 

5. Blind Fabmbb and his Childrbn. 

6. Clbrotman's Widow and hbr Youno Family. 

7. Dauohtbr>in-Law, her Father, and Family. 

8. Elizabeth and her thrbb Beggar Botb. 

9. Godmothbr's Tales. 

10. Good Grandmother and her Offspring. 

11. Merchant's Widow and her touno Family. 

12. Rich Boys and Poor Boys, and other Tales. 
IS. Thb Sistbrs; a Domestic Tale. 

14. Stolen Boy; an Indian' Tale. 

15. William and his Uncle Ben. 

16. Young Crusob ; or, Shipwrecked Boy. 

HOMES OF THE NEW WORLD. Lnpressions of America. By 
Frbdrika Bremer. With Illustrations. Three Vols. Svo. cloth, U. lU. 6d, 

HOUSEHOLD OF SIR THOS. MORE, (Yb.) LibeUua a Margareta 
More, quindecim annos nata, Chelseise inceptus. Second Edition, with 
Portrait. Cloth, red edges, 7s. 6d ; morocco antique, 14«. 

HOW TO WIN LOVE ; or, Rhoda's Lesson. A Stoxy Book for the 
Young. By the Author of " Michael the Miner," " Cola Monti," &c. With 
Illustrations on Steel. New Edition, 16mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2*. 64. 

HUMBOLDrS (Babon William Von) LETTERS TO A LADY. 
From the German. With Introduction by Dr. Stebbing. Post Svo. 1«. 6^. 

HUME AND SMOLLETrS HISTORY OF ENGLAND, with con- 
tinuation to 1846, by Farr. With Portraits, &c. Three Vols, impenal 
Svo. cloth, 1/.11«.6<I. * 

HYMNS AND SKETCHES IN VERSE. With Cuts. 16mo. 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE OF THE GREAT INDUSTRIAL 
EXHIBITION OF 1851, published in connexion with the Art Journal, 
contuning upwards of Fourteen Hundred Engravings on Wood, and a 
Frontispiece on Steel. 4to. cloth, gilt edges. One Guinea. 

ILLUSTRATED FRENCH AND ENGLISH PRIMER. With One 
Hundred Engravings on Wood. Sewed, 6d. 

ILLUSTRATED YEAR-BOOK of Wonders, Events, and Discoveries. 
Edited by John Timbs. With numerous Engravings on Wood. Two vols, 
fcap. cloth, 8«. 6d. each. 

INFANT SALVATION ; or, All Saved who Die in Infancy. Speci- 
ally addressed to Mothers mourning the Loss of Infants and Children. By 
Rev. JoHK CuMMiNO, D.D. Fourth Edition, fcap. clothf gilt edges. 2*. 
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IRELAND, ITS SCENERY, AND CHARACTER. By Mr. and Mrs. 
S. C. Hall. With numerous Engravings on Steel, and Five Hundred 
Woodcuts. New Edition, Three Vols, royal 8vo. cloth, SI. St, 

IS CHRISTIANITY FROM G0D1 A Manual of Chrigtian 
Evidences for Scripture Readers, Sunday School Teachers, City Mission- 
aries, and Young Persons. By Rev. John Cummino, D.D. Tenth 
Edition, fcap. cloth, 3«. 

JERDAN'S (William) AUTOBIOGRAPHY; With his Literary, 
Political, and Social Reminiscences and Correspondence, during the last 
Forty Years, as Editor of the "Sun" Newspaper, 1812-17, and of the 
"Literary Gazette," 1817-50, in connexion with most of the Eminent 
Persons who have been distinguished in the past half-century as Statesmen, 
Poets, Authors, Men of Science, Artists, &c. Post 8vo. with Portraits, Bcc, 
Complete in 4 Vols, cloth, 21«. 

JULIAN ; or, the Close of an Era. By L. F. Bunqbneb. 2 vols. fcap. 
cloth, 10«. 6d. 

JUVENILE ANECDOTES ; or, Stories of Children. By P. Wakk- 
FiSLO. New Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2s, ' 

JUVENILE CALENDAR (The) AND ZODIAC OF FLOWERS. 
By Mrs. T. K. Hervst. With Twelve Illustrations of the Months, by 
RiCHAKD Doyle. Post 8vo. cloth, gUt edges, St. Bd, 

KEATING (Elizabeth),— RAYMOND BURY, a Tale. Ulustrated by 
Mrs. Ingram. Fcap. cloth, 6t. 

KING ALFRED'S POEMS. Now first turned into English Metre, 
by Mr. Tuppsr. Cloth, St, 

LAURIE (James),— TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST FOR EVERY 
DAY IN THE YEAR, at 5, 4^, 4, S|, 3, and 2^ per cent, per annum, from 
U. to 100/., &c. Nineteenth Edition, 800 pp. 8vo. cloth, 1/. 1«. 

" In the great requisites of simplicity of arrangement and comprehen- 
siveness we have seen none better adi^[>ted for general use." — McCulloch*t 
Commercial Dictionary. 
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TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST at 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 

and 9^ per cent, per annum, fh)m 1 day to 100 days. Third Edition, Svo. 
cloth, it. 

LAWRENCES (Miss) STORIES FROM THE OLD AND NEW 
TESTAMENT. New Edition, with Engravings. [/» preparaiion, 

LE9ONS POUR DES ENFANS, depuia I'fige de Deux Ans jusqu'^ 
Cinq. Avec une Interpretation Anglaise. By Mrs. Babbavlp. New 
Edition. 18mo. cloth, 2t. 

LECTURES FOR THE TIMES ; or, Illustrations and Refutations of 
the Errors of Romanism and Tractarianism. By Rev. John Cvmmimg, 
D.D. New Edition, Revised and Corrected, with Additions. Fcap. 
cloth, 6«. 

LECTURES TO YOUNG MEN. By Rev. John CuMMiNa, D.D. A 

collected edition, with additions. [In preparation. 

LETTERS AND POEMS, selected from the Writings of Bernard 
Baktok. With Mkmoir, Edited by his Davohtxk. New Edition, with 
Portrait. Pcap. cloth, St. 94. ; laige p^^) 10»« 
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LETTERS TO A LADY. By Babon Wiluak Vow RvKBOuff 

From the Gernum. With Introduction by Dn. 8tkbbxk». Post Svo. 1«. 6d. 

LEWIS ARUNDEL ; or, the Railroad of Life. By F. K Suedlxt, Esq. 
Author of •• Frmnk Fairlegh." With lUustiations by H. K. B&owhb. (Phiz.) 
Sto. cloth, tli. 

LIFE OF MARY THE MOTHER OF OUR LORD JESUS 

CHRIST. By A Ladt. Fcap. cloth, U. 

UXED TWIGS TO CATCH YOUNG BIRDS. By the Authors of 
" Original Poems." 18mo. cloth, 2«. 

LITTLE BOOK OF OBJECTS. With Cuts. 16mo. cloth, 2$. 

LITTLE BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE ; containing UaefVd Information 
on Common Things, for Young Children. By Elizabxth 6. Notskrx. 
With Eight Illustrations. 16mo. cloth, 2s. Bd, 

LOVE, A REALITY, NOT ROMANCK By Mrs. Thomas Geldabt. 

With Cuts by GiLBxnT. Fcap. cloth, gUt edges, 3*. 6d. 

MACKIE'S (C.) CASTLES, PALACES, AND PRISONS OF MARY 
QUEEN OF SCOTS. With Forty-eight Illustrations. Royal Sro. cloth 
gUt, 15«. 

MADOJEN AND MARRIED LIFE OF MARY POWELL, afterwards 
MISTRESS MILTON. Second Edition, with Portrait. Post Svo. cloth, 
red edges, 7s. 6d; morocco antique, lis. 

" This is a charming little book ; and whether vre regard its subject, clever- 
ness, or delicacy of sentiment or expression— to say nothing of its type 
and orthography — ^it is likely to be a most acceptable present to young or 
old, be their peculiar taste for religion, morals, poetry, history, or 
romance."— CArwIian Observer, 

CHERRY AND VIOLET : a Tale of the Great Plague. 

By the Author of " Mary Powell." Post Svo. cloth, antique, 7s.'6d. 

CHRONICLES OF MERRY ENGLAND. Books 1—6. 

Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

CLAUDE THE COLPORTEUR. With Coloured Frontis- 



piece after Wakrxn. Post Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 



— COLLOQUIES OF EDWARD OSBORNE (The), atizen 
and Cloth-Worker of London, as reported by the Author of " Mary Powell.*' 
Second Edition, post Svo. cloth, red edges, 7«. 6d. ; morocco antique, 14s. 

JACK AND THE TANNER OF WYMONDHAM. 



A Tale of the time of Edward VI. Post Svo. with Frontispiece, 1*. 6rf. 



PROVOCATIONS OF MADAME PALISSY (Thb). With 



Coloured Frontispiece, by Waixen. Post Svo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 



QUEENE PHILIPPA'S GOLDEN BOOKE, Handsomely 

..<! __J ttA. Sa*. Tit • M.' '' 



bound and gilt, with Illuminations. 



Y« HOUSEHOLD OF SIR THO». MORE. Libellqs a 

Margareta More, quindecem annos nata, Chelseise inceptus. Second 
Edition, with Portrait, &c., cloth, red edges, 7s. 6d. ; morocco antique, 14*. 

MANUAL (A) OF THE ANATOMY AND PHYSIOLOGY OF THE 
HUMAN MIND. By the Rev. J. Caelilb, D.D. Fcap. cloth, 6s. 
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MANUAL OF HERALDRY, being a concise Description of the 
several Terms used, and containing a Dictionary of every Designation in 
the Science. Illustrated by 400 Engravings on Wood. New Edition, fcap. 
cloth, 3f . 

MANUAL OF GEOGRAPHY, Physical and Political For the use 
of Schools and Families, with Questions for Examination. By Edwakd 
Farb., with numerous Illustrations. Fcap. cloth, Ss. 

MANUAL OF PERSPECTIVE. Illustrated by numerous Engravings. 
By N. Whxttock. Fcap. cloth, 8«. 

MERRIFIELD (Mrs.),— DRESS AS A FINE ABET. With lUustrations. 
post 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

MESSAGE FROM GOD (A) ; or, Thoughts on Religion for Thinking 
Men. By Rev. John Gumming, D.D. Fourth Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt 
edges, 2$. 

METEYARD'S (Eliza) DOCTOR'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. The 
story of a Child's Life amidst the Woods and Hills. With numerous 
Illustrations by Harvst. Foolscap, cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d, 

M'HENRY'S SPANISH COURSE.— 

A NEW AND IMPROVED GRAMMAR, designed for every Class of 
Learners, and especially for Self-instruction. Containing the Elements of 
the Language and the Rules of Etymology and Syntax Exemplified; with 
Notes and Appendix, consisting of Dialogues, Select Poetry, Commercial 
Correspondence, Sec. New Edition, Revised. 12mo. bound, Bs. 



EXERCISES ON THE ETYMOLOGY, SYNTAX, 

IDIOMS, &c. of the SPANISH LANGUAGE. Fifth Edition, 12mo. 
bound, is. 

KEY TO THE EXERCISES. 12mo. bound, 4». 



SYNONYMES OP THE SPANISH LANGUAGE 

EXPLAINED. 12mo. and 8vo. 5s. 6d. each. 

MIALL (Edward, MP.),— BASES OF BELIEF, an Examination of 
Christianity as a Divine Revelation by the light of recogrnised Facts and 
Principles. In Four Parts. Second Edition, 8vo. cloth, 10«. 6d. 



BRITISH CHURCHES IN RELATION 



TO THE BRITISH PEOPLE. Cheap Edition, post 8vo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 



VIEWS OF THE VOLUNTARY 

PRINCIPLE, in Four Series. Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

MIALL (Rev. J. G.),— MEMORIALS OP EARLY CHRISTIANITY. 
Presenting, in a graphic, compact, and popular form, some of the memorable 
events of Early Ecclesiastical History. With lUustrations. Post 8vo. 
cloth, 5s, 

MIRACLES OF NATURE AND MARVELS OF ART. 

Vol. I.— SEAS, SHIPS, and ADVENTURES. 16 Engnvings. 
Vol. II.—LAND CREATION. 14 Engravings. 
Vol. III.— THE TROPICS & THE POLES. 10 Engravings. 
Yofi. IV.— NATURE AND ART. 18 Engravings. 

Is. each, square boards. 
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MODERN ROMANISM. By B. B. Woodward, B.A. A popularly 
written account of the convocation and the proceedings of the Council of 
Trent, -with a readable version of its authorized Formularies, showing what 
Romanism then became, and bp what means it was changed. 

MONOD (A.),— WOMAN : HER MISSION, AND HER LIFE. Trans- 
lated (h)m the French by Rev. W. G. Bakbbtt. Second Edition, 18mo. 
cloth, 1«. 6d. ; gilt edges, 2$, 

SAINT PAUL. Five Diacoursea. Translated from 



the French by Rsv. W. 6. Bak&stt. 18mo. cloth, 2«. 

MONTGOMERY (Robert, m a.),— THE OMNIPRESENCE OF THE 
DEITY, and other Poems. Twenty-fifth Edition, Illustrate by Cokboulo, 
feap. cloth, gilt edges, 2s, Ud. 



THE CHRISTLiN LIFE, a Manual 



of Sacred Verse. Second Edition, fcap. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

MOWBRAY'S TREATISE ON DOMESTIC AND ORNAMENTAL 
POULTRY. Plates. New Edition, enlarged. [/n preparation. 

MY BOYS FIRST BOOK. By Miss M. Frazbr Tytlbb. With 
Cuts. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 64. 

MY OLD PUPILS. By the Author of « My Schoolboy Days.** With 
Four Illustrations on Wood. 16mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

MY YOUTHFUL COMPANIONS. By the s&me Author. With 
Fnmtispiece. 12mo. cloth, 1«. 

NAOMI; or, the Last Days of Jerusalem. By Mrs. J. B. Webb. 
With Illustrations by Gilbekt, &c. New Edition, Fcap. cloth, 7«. 6d. 

NARRATIVE (A) OF THE CONVERSION FROM POPERY of 
the Ret. G. Cebioni and the Rev. L. D. Moscabbi, formerly Padre 
Berardo da Jesi, and Padre Leonardo da Camarda. Including several 
Letters, and much interesting information by Sionob Cebioni. Second 
Edition. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 6d, 

NEW GIFT BOOK FOR YOUTH, with Twenty-six Illustrations. 
16mo. boards, 2s. 6d. 

NILE BOAT (The) ; or, Glimpses of the Land of Egypt. By W. H. 
Babtlett. Illustrated by Thirty-five Steel Engravings and Maps, with 
numerous Cuts. Third Edition, super-royal Svo. cloth, ftill gilt, 16«.; 
morocco elegant, 28«. 

" Of Mr. Bartlett's merits as a pictorial traveller we have frequentlv had 
occasion to speak in terms of hierh commendation. In the present work 
he has be^en eminently successful." — Mhenaum, 

NINEVEH AND PERSEPOLIS : an Historical Sketch of Ancient 
Assyria and Persia, with an Account of the recent Researches in those 
Countries. By W. S. W. Vaux, M.A. of the British Museum. With 
numerous Illustrations. Third Edition, post Svo. cloth, 8«.; morocco 
elegant, 17«. 



© 



PUBLISHED BY ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE- & CO. 17 

OCCASIONAL DISCOURSES. By Rev. John CuMMiNa, D.D. New 
Edition. Two Volumes, fcap. cloth, 8«, 

OLD FOREST RANGER (The) ; or, Wild Sports of India on the 
Neilgherry Hills, the Jungles, and on the Plains. By Majob. Walteb, 
Campbell, of Skipness. New Edition, with Illustrations on Steel. Post 
8vo. cloth, St. 

OLD OAK CHEST ; or, a Book a Great Treasure. By the Author of 
" Charlie's Discoveries," &c. With Cuts. l6mo. cloth, 2«. 6d. 

OMNIPRESENCE OP THE DEITY, and other Poems. By Robebt 
MoKTOoMEKY, M.A. Twenty-flfth Edition, lUustrated by Corboulo. 
Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 2». 6d. 

OPEN AND SEE; or. First Reading Lessons. By the Author of 
" Aids to Development," &c. &c. With Twenty-four Engravings on Wood. 
16mo. cloth, 2«. 

ORIGINAL POEMS FOR INFANT MINDS. A New and Revised 
Edition. Two Vols. 18mo. cloth. Is, 6d. each. 

OUR FATHER; a Manual of Family Prayers for General and Special 
Occasions, with Short Prayers for Spare Minutes, and Passages for Re- 
flection. By Rev. John Cummino, D.D. Sixth Edition, fcap. cloth, gilt 
edges, is. 

PAUL PERCIVAL; or, the Young Adventurer. With Cuts. 16mo. 

cloth, 2a. ed. 

PAYNE'S (Joseph) SELECT POETRY FOR CHILDREN; with 
brief Explanatory Notes, arranged for the use of Schools and Families. 
Eleventh Edition, Corrected and Enlarged. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d.; with gUt 
edges, is. 

STUDIES IN ENGLISH POETRY ; with short 

Biographical Sketches, and Notes Explanatory and Critical, intended as a 
Text-Book for the higher Classes in Schools, and as an Introduction to the 
Study of English Literature. Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

PHILOSOPHICAL CONVERSATIONS in which are familiarly ex- 
plained the causes of many daily occurring Natural Phenomena. By 
FREDSkicK C. Bakbwell. Third Edition, with Cuts. Fcap. cloth, 
is. 6d. 

PHYSIOLOGY OF HUMAN NATURE. Being an Investigation of 
the Physical and Moral Condition of Man in his Relation to the Inspired 
Word of God. By Robkrt Cross, M.D. 8vo. cloth, 6«. 

PICTORIAL FRENCH AND ENGLISH PRIMER. With One 
Hundred Engravings on Wood. Sewed, 6d. 

PICTORIAL SPELLING BOOK; or, Lessons on Facts and Objects. 
With One Hundred and Thirty Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 12mo. cloth, Is. 

PICTURES FROM SICILY. By W. H. Babtlbtt, with Thirty-three 
steel Engravings, and numerous Woodcuts. Super^royal 8vo. cloth, full 
gilt, IBs. ; morocco elegant, 2Ss, 
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PILGRIMAGES TO ENGLISH SHRINES. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
With Notes and Illustrations by F. W. FAimHOLT, F.S.A. New and 
cheaper Edition. In One Vol. 8vo. cloth, gilt edges, 21 «. 

CoMTvvTS.— Bunyan, Hampden, Hannah More, Sir Thomas Gresham, Thomas 
Graf, Chatterton, Richard Wilson, Andrew Marvel, John Stow, Sir Nicholas Crispe, 
Caxton, Shaftesbury House, James ^arry, Dr. Watts, Lady Mary Grey, the Man of 
Ross, Hogarth, Gainsborough, Isaac Walton, Williun Penn, Wren, Lady Rachel 
Russell, Edgeworthstown, Sir Thomas More, Jane Porter, Sir Richard Lovelace, 
Grace Aguilar, Burke, Clarendon House, Flaxman, Eyam, Edmund Bird, Mrs. 
Hofland, Chertsey. 

PIPPIE'S WARNING; or, the Adventures of a Dancing Dog. By 
Catharine Crowb, Author of " Susan Hopley," &c. With Cuts. 16mo. 
cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d^ 

PLEASANT PASTIME; or, Drawing-Room Dramas for Private 
Representation by the Young. With Cuts. 16mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2$. 6d. 

POOLE'S (Matthisw) DIALOGUES BETWEEN A POPISH PRIEST 
AND AN ENGLISH PROTES TANT, wherein the principal Points and 
Arguments of both Religions are truly Proposed, and fully Examined. New 
Edition, with the References revised and corrected. By Rev. Johh 
CuMMiNO, D. D. 18mo. cloth, U. 6d. 

POPISH INFALLIBILITY. By C. H. Collettb. Fcap. sewed, 1#. 

PROPHETIC STUDIES; or, Lectures on the Book of Daniel. By 
Rev. John Cummino, D.D. Ninth Thousand. Fcap. cloth, full gilt, 9«; 
morocco extra, 13«. 

PROTESTANT CATECHISM (The) ; or, the True Christian's Defence 
against the Church of Rome ; With an Introductory Essay. By the Rev. R. 
P A EKi vsoK, M. A. Fifth Thousand, revised and enlarged, 18mo. sewed, Bd,; 
or 5s. per dozen for distribution. 

PROVOCATIONS OF MADAME PALISSY (The). By the Author of 
** Mary Powell." With Coloured Frontispiece, by Wahben. Second 
Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d. 

PSALTER OP THE BLESSED VIRGIN. Written by St. Bona- 
VENTURS. Translated from the last French Edition of 1852, and carefiiUy 
compared vrith the Latin, by Rev. John Cummino, D.D. 12mo. cloth, 2s. 

PULPIT PSALM BOOK (The), Edited by the Rev. John Cummino, 
D.D. The Psalms and Paraphrases according to the version of the Church 
of Scotland, with the names of suitable Tunes, Explanations of each 
Psalm, and a supplement of Hymns and Doxologies for Special and 
Missionary occasions; to which are prefixed. Prayers and Passages from 
John Knox's Book of Common Prayer, as drawn up at the Reformation ; 
also, the Confession of Faith and Shorter Catechism. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; 
roan, Ss. ; morocco, 6s. 6d. 

QUEENE PHILIPPA'S GOLDEN BOOKE. Handsomely bound 
and gilt, with Illuminations. 

RAILWAY APPLIANCES, in the Nineteenth Century; or, the Rail, 
Steam, and Electricity. With Illustrative Anecdotes, Engravings, and 
Diagrams. Fcap. cloth, Is. 6d. 

RAMBLES IN NORMANDY, with Eight Engravings after Turner 
and STAK7IELD, and numerous Woodcuts. 4to. cloth, gilt edgea^ 5s, 
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RAYMOND BURY. A Tale. By Elizabeth KEATiNa. Illustrated 
by Mrs. Ikoram. Fcap. cloth, 6«. 

RECOLLECTIONS OF MRS. ANDERSON'S SCHOOL. A Book for 
Girls. By Jams Winkako Hoopbr. Illustrated by Frahklih. Fcap. 
cloth, gilt edges, 3«. 6d. 

RHYMES FOR THE NURSERY. By the Authors of « Original 
Poems." 18mo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

Illustrated Edition, in Large Type. 



With Sixteen Designs by Gilrrrt. 16mo. cloth, 2$, 6<f. 

RIPPON'S (Dr.) SELECTION OF HYMNS FROM THE BEST 
AUTHORS, including a great number of Originals, intended as an 
Appendix to Dr. Watts' Psalms and Hymns. New Edition. 



Nonpareil 32mo 

Sheep 16 

Roan, gilt edges . 2 6 
Morocco ...,50 



Long Primer 24mo. 
Sheep .... 2 8 
Roan, gilt edges . 8 6 
Morocco ...60 



Large Type. 

Sheep 5 

Roan, gilt edges . 6 

Morocco .... 7 



ROAD TO LEARNING; or, Original Lessons in Words of One and 
Two Syllables. With Illustrations. Square boards, \». 6d. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. With Illustrations. 18mo. cloth, 2*. 

ROCK OF ISRAEL ; a Word or Two to the Distrustful. 82mo. 
cloth, \». 6d. 

RODWELL'S (Ann) FIRST STEP TO ENGLISH HISTORY. With 
many Cuts. New Edition, revised, by Julia Corkxr. 16mo. cloth, 2». 6d. 

ROMAINE'S LIFE, WALK, AND TRIUMPH OF FAITH. 18mo. 

cloth, S«. 

ROMANISM IN ENGLAND EXPOSED. By Charles Hastings 
CoLLETTE. Second Edition, enlarged and improved, fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d, 

ROME : REGAL AND REPUBLICAN. A History for FamHies. 
By Jane M. Stricklakd. Edited by Aokes Strickland, Authoress of 
" Lives of the Queens of England." With Vignettes. Vol. I. Post 8vo. 
cloth, lOs. 6d. 

ROSALIE ; or, " The Truth shall make you Free." An authentic 
Narrative. By MdUe. R. B. * * de P. * « * Edited by Rev. 
Jos. Ri DOS WAY, A.M. of Sydenham. Fcap. cloth, Zs. 6d. 

ROWBOTHAM'S (J., f. r. a. a.) DERIVATIVE SPELLING BOOK, 
in which the Origin of each Word is given Ttom the Greek, Latin, Saxon, 
German, Teutonic, Dutch, French, Spanish, and other Lang^uages; with 
the Parts of Speech, and Pronunciation accented. 12mo. cloth. Is. 6d. 

GUIDE TO THE FRENCH 

LANGUAGE AND CONVERSATION; consisting of Modem French 
Dialogues, with the Pronunciation of the most difficult Words ; for the use 
of Schools, Travellers, and Private Students. A New Edition, by Dx La 
YoTB. ISmo. bound, 2«. td» 
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RURAL SCENES ; or, a Peep into the Country. A New and Revised 
Edition, with Eighty-eight Cuts. 18mo. cloth, i*. 

SABBATH EVENING READINGS ON ST. MATTHEW. By the 
RzT. JoHK CuMM iKo, D.D. With FroQtbpiece. Fcap. cloth, is, 

ST. MARK. Complete, with 



Frontispiece. Fcap. cloth, Z». 

THE BOOK OF REVELATION, 



Complete. Second Edition, fcap. cloth, 7». 6d, 

SABBATH SCHOOL PREACHER AND JUVENILE MIS- 
CELLANY. RzT. A. Fletcheb, D.D., with Illustrations, complete in 
Three Vols. fcap. cloth, U. each. 

SALVATION. A Sermon preached before the Queen by the Rev. 
John Cumm imo, D.D. Twentieth Thousand, sewed, 6d, 

SANDERSON (A. R., m.d.),— THOUGHTS AND REFLECTIONS 
ON SICKNESS AND AFFLICTION. Second Edition, fcap. cloth, Ss, 

SANDFORD AND MERTON. With Cuts. 18mo. cloth, 2«. 

SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF MOSES, a Series of Twenty 
Engravings in Outline. Designed by Sklous and Engraved by Rolls. 
In portfolio, 10*. 6d. 

SCOFFERN*S CHEMISTRY NO MYSTERY; being the Subject 
* Matter of a Course of Lectures. Illustrated by Diagrams and Woodcuts. 
Second Edition, revised and corrected, with Index. Fcap. cloth, S«. 6d. 

SCOTT (Rev. T.),— HOLY BIBLE, with Readings and an Abridged 
Commentary. 16mo. roan, embossed, 4».; morocco, 6s.; elegant, 6«. 6d. ; 
with Maps, or Twenty-eight Engravings, Is. each extra. 

SCRIPTURE SITES AND SCENES, from actual Survey, in Egypt, 
Arabia, and Palestine. Illustrated by Seventeen Steel Engravings, Three 
Maps, and Thirty-seven Woodcuts. By W. H. Baetlktt. Post 8vo. 
cloth, gilt edges, 4s. 

SELECT POETRY FOR CHILDREN; With brief Explanatory 
Notes, arranged for the use of Schools and Families. By Joseph Patme. 
Eleventh Edition, corrected and Enlarged. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; with gilt 
edges, 3s. 

SHARPE'S LONDON JOURNAL. A Miscellany of Entertainment 
and Instruction for General Reading. New Series. Conducted by Mrs. 
S. C. Hall. Published Monthly, with Two Engravings on Steel. Vols. I. 
to III. cloth, Bs. 6d. each. 

Old Series. Volumes I. to IX. 



cloth, is. 6d. each. Vols. X. to XV. 6*. 6d. each. 

SMEDLEY'S (F. E. Esq.) FORTUNES OP THE COLVILLE 
FAMILY; or, a Cloud and its Silver Lining. Cuts by Phiz. Fcap. 
cloth, 2s. 6d, 



FRANK FAIRLEGH ; or, Scenes from the 

Life of a Private Pupil. With Thirty Illustrations, by Gzokoe CaviK- 

8HANX. 8V0. cloth, 16s. 

LEWIS ARUNDEL ; or, the Railroad of 



Life. With Illustrations by H. K. Browns. (Phiz.) 8vo. oloth, 22«. 
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SPECIMENS OF OLD INDLA.N POETRY. Translated from the 
original Sanskrit into English Verse, by Ralph T. H. Griffith, M. A. 
M.R.A.S., and Boden Sanskrit Scholar in the University of Oxford. Post 
8vo. cloth, 5«. 

SQUIRRELS AND OTHER ANIMALS ; or, IHustrations of the 
Habits and Instincts of many of the smaller British Quadrupeds. By 
Gboros Waring. With Cuts. 16mo. New Edition. lln preparation. 

STEBBINQ (Henry, D.D. f.ii.s.),— JESUS, a Poem in Six Books. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, 5s. 

STEILL'S PICTORLiL SPELLING BOOK ; or, Lessons on Facts 
and Objects. With One Hundred and Thirty Illustrations. Fifth Edition, 
12mo. cloth, Is. 

STORIES FROM DREAM LAND. By Herzhapt TRAtJMBR. Fcap. 

cloth, 2s. 6d. 

STRATAGEMS. By Mrs. Newton Crossland (late Camilla 

Toulmin). With Cuts. 16mo. cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

STRICKLAND'S HISTORY OF ROME FOR FAMILIES. First 
Series. Rome : Regal and Republican. Edited by Aones Strickland, 
Authoress of " Lives of the Queens of England." With Vignettes. Vol. I. 
Post 8vo. cloth, lOs. 6d. 

STUDIES IN ENGLISH POETRY; with short Biographical 
Sketches, and Notes Explanatory and Critical, intended as a Text-Book for 
the higher Classes in Schools, and as an Introduction to the Study of 
English Literature. By Josrph Paykr. Second Edition. 12mo. cloth, 6s. 

TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST FOR EVERY DAY IN THE 
YEAR, at 5, 4^, 4, 3jf, 3, and 2^ per cent, per annum, from 1/. to 100/., &c. 
By Jamrs Laurie. Nineteenth Edition, 800 pp. 8vo. cloth, II. Is. 

" In the great requisites of simplicity of arrangement and comprehensiveness 
yre have none better adapted for general use."—McCulloch's Commercial 
Dictionary. 

AT 5, 6, 7, 8, 9 and 9}, per 

cent, per annum, ft-om 1 day to 100 days. By James Laurie. Third 
Edition, Svo. cloth 7s. 

TALES OF WOMAN'S TRIALS. By Mrs. S. C. Hall. With 
Illustrations Svo. cloth, gilt edges, Ss. 

TAYLER (W. Elfe\— HIPPOLYTUS AND THE CHRISTIAN 

CHURCH AT THE COMMENCEMENT OF THE THIRD CENTURY. 
Fcap. cloth, 3s. Sd. 

TAYLOR (Bishop Jeremy),— HOLY LIVING AND DYING, with 
prayers, &c., and Essay by Dr. Crolt. Two Vols. fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 
each. 



Dr. Stebbiko. Three Vols. fcap. cloth, 7$. Sd. 



LIFE OF CHRIST, with Eesays by 



Cattxrvole, fcap. cloth, 2s. M* 



SELECT SERMONS, with Essay by 



© 



"@ 



_ Q 

22 CATALOGUE OV WORKS 



TAYLOR'S (Emilt) BOT AND THE BIRDS. With Sixteen i!ne 
Woodcau, from LAVDSSKm's Designs. 16mo. cloth, t$. 6d. 

HISTORICAL PRINTS OF ENGLISH BIS- 



TORT. Fourth Edition, revised and enlarged, with nomeroua Ulustra- 
tions. Fcap. cloth, 2m. 6d, 

TENT AND ALTAR, (The), or Sketches from Patriarchal Lif^ 
By Rev. Johm Ccm m imo, D.D. With Vignettes. Fcap. doth, full gUt, 9*. 

TIMBS* (JOHN) ILLUSTRATED YEAR-BOOK (The) of Wonders, 
Events, and Discoveries. With numerous bigravings <m Wood. Two 
Vols. fcap. cloth, 3*. 6d. each. 

TOIL AND TRIAL, a Story of London Life. By Mrs. Newtoh 
CaosLAKD, (late Camilla Toulmiii.) With Frontispiece hy Johv Lxxch. 
Post 8vo. U. 6d. 

TRAILL (Mbs.),— CANADIAN CRUSOES; a Tale of the Rice Laie 
Plains. Edited by Aokes Stkickland. With numerous Ulustrations 
by Habtkt. Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, 6s, 

TRUE STORIES. By an Old Woman. Crown 8vo. doth, 7«. 

TRUTH IS EVERYTHING. By Mrs. Geldabt. Frontispiece. 
Second Edition. Fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 3*. 

TUPPER'S (Martin R, d.cl. p.r.8.) BALLADS FOR THE TIMES, 
novr first collected. American Lyrics, Geraldine, Modem Pjnramid, Hac? 
tenus, A Thousand Lines, and other Poems. Third Edition, with Vignette, 
and Frontispiece, uniform with ''Proverbial Phflosophy." Fcap. cloth, 
7s. 6d, 

KING ALFRED'S POEMS. 



Now first turned into English Metre. Fcap. cloth, is. 



THE CROCK OF GOLD, 

THE TWINS, AND HEART. With lUustrations by John Lbech. 
New and cheaper Edition, post 8vo. cloth, 5s. 



PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY, 

Translated into French. Portrait. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

TTTLER'S (Miss M. Frazer) MY BOY'S FIRST BOOK. With 

Cuts. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 



HYMNS AND SKETCHES IN 

VERSE. With Cuts. 16mo. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

TALES OF MANY LANDS. With IHustra- 



tions. New Edition. [In preparation, 

UNIVERSAL ATLAS. Engraved by Becker's Omniqraph, con- 
taining Thirty-one Modem and Ancient Maps, coloured, with Geographical 
Index. 4to. cloth, lOs. 6d, 

VAUX'S(W. S. W., M.A.) NINEVEH AND PERSEPOLIS; an 
HisTOBicAL Sketch of Ancient Assyria and Persia, with an Account 
of the recent Researches in those Countries. Third Edition, with numerous 
Illustrations. Post 8vo. cloth gilt, 8*. ; morocco antique, 17*. 
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VERNON GALLERY AND GALLERY OF SCULPTURE, pub- 
lished monthly. 5», 

OF BRITISH ART. Edited by S. C. Hall, 



Esa. F.S.A., published monthly. S«. 

Volumes 1 to 3, folio, cloth, gilt edges, 21. is. each. 

WAKEFIELD'S (Priscilla) FAMILY TOUR THROUGH THE 
BRITISH EMPIRE. A New Edition, revised. With a Map. 12mo. 
cloth, 6«. 

JUVENILE ANECDOTES; or, Stories 



of Children, 18mo. cloth, 2«. 



JUVENILE TRAVELLERS; a Tour 

throughout Europe. A New Edition. With a Map. 12mo. cloth, %». 

INSTINCT DISPLAYED in the Animal 



Creation. A New and Revised Edition, with many Additions. Foolscap. 
New Edition. [In preparation, 

WALKERS (George) TREATISE ON THE GAME OF CHESS. 

Fourth Edition, 12mo. cloth, 2s. Bd. 

SELECTION OF SEVENTY-FOUR GAMES AT 

CHESS, actually played by Phillioor and his Contemporaries. 12mo. 
cloth, S«. 

WALKS ABOUT JERUSALEM AND ITS ENVIRONS. By 
W. H. Bartlett. Illustrated by Twenty-four Engravings on Steel, Two 
^laps, and many Woodcuts. New Edition, super-royal 8vo. cloth, full gilt, 
I2s.; morocco elegant, 2ls. 

** We have, at length, in this attractive volume, the desideratum of a complete 
picturesque guide to the topography of Jerusalem." — Patriot. 

WATTS*S (Dr.) DIVINE AND MORAL SONGS FOR CHILDREN. 
With Anecdotes and Reflections, by the Rev. Ingram Cobbin, M.A. With 
Frontispiece and Fifty-seven Woodcuts. New Edition, cloth. Is.; gilt, 
edges. Is. 6d. 

WATTS (Dr.),— LYRIC POEMS, with Essay by Southkt. Fcap. 
cloth, 2s. 6d. 

WEBB'S (Mrs. J. B.) NAOMI ; or, the Last Days of Jerusalem. With 
Designs by Gilbert, &c. New Edition. Fcap. cloth, 7s. 6d, 

WEEK AT KILLARNEY (A), By Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
Being a Guide for Tourists to the Lakes of Killamey. With Twenty 
Engravings on Steel, and One Hundred and Ten on Wood. New Edition, 
4to. cloth, Bs. 

WELLINGTON; a Lecture by the Rev. John CuMMiNa, D.D. New 
and Enlarged Edition, fcap. cloth, 2s. 6d. 

WHEELER'S (J. T., r.R.o.8.) HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS. Illustrated with Five coloured Maps, 
and large View of Jerusalem, with a Plan of the Ancient City. Folio, 
cloth, 7«. 6d. 
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WHEELER'S (J. T., r.R.Q.8.) ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF 

OLD TESTAMENT HISTORY AND THE LAWS OF MOSES, with a 
Connexion between the Old and New Testaments, an Introductory Outline 
of the Geography, Political History, &c. Fourth Edition, post 8vo. cloth, 

ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF 



NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY, including, 1. The Four Gospels har- 
monized into one continuous Narrative. 2 The Acts of the Apostles, and 
continuous History of St. Paul. 3. An Analysis of the Epistles and Book 
of Revelation. 4. An Introductory Outline of the Geography, Critical 
History, Authenticity, Credibility, and Inspiration of the New Testament. 
The whole Illustrated by copious Historical, Geographical, and Antiquarian 
Notes, Chronological Tables, &c. Second Edition, revised. Post 8vo. 
cloth, i*. 6tf. 

AN ABRIDGEMENT OF OLD AND 



NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY AND GEOGRAPHY. Designed for 
School use. With Maps, 2 vols. 18mo. cloth, 2». 6d. each. 

WHITTOCK'S (N.) MANUAL OF PERSPECTIVE. Ulustrated by 
numerous Engravings. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 

WILKIE GALLERY (The) ; a Series of Sixty-six Line Engravings from 
the best paintings of the late Sir David Wilkie, R.A., with Biographical 
and Critical Notices, a Biography, and Portrait of the Painter. 4to. cloth, 
gilt edges, il. 10«. 

WILLIE FRASER; or, the Little Scotch Boy: and other Tales. By 
Mrs. R. Lbs. With Four Illustrations. 18mo. cloth, 2s. 

WINNARD'S (Jane) (Mrs. Hooper) RECOLLECTIONS OF MRS. 
ANDERSON'S SCHOOL. A Book for Girls. lUustrated by Franklin. 
Fcap. cloth, gilt edges, is. Bd. 

WINTER EVENINGS ; or, Tales of Travellers. By Maria Hack. 
New Edition, with Illustrations. Fcap. cloth, 3s. 6d. 

WOMAN: HER MISSION, AND HER LIFE. From the French 
of MoMoo. By Rev. W. G. Barrett. Second Edition, 18mo cloth, 1*. 6rf. ; 
gilt edges, 2s. 

WOODWARD'S (B. B., b.a.) HISTORY OF WALES. From the 
Earliest Times to its Final Incorporation with England ; with Notices of 
its Physical Geography, and the Poetry, Traditions, Religion, Arts, 
Manners, and Laws of the Welsh, with Fifteen Steel Plates. Super-royal 
8vo. cloth, 1/. 5s. 

WOODWARD (R B., i/.a.),— MODERN ROMANISM. A poptdarly 
written account of the convocation and the proceedings of the Council of 
Trent, with a readable version of its authorized Formularies, showing what 
Romanism then became, and by what means it was changed. 

[In preparation. 

WRIGHT'S (Thomas, Esq. m.a. p.s.a.) THE CELT, THE ROMAN, 

AND THE SAXON. A History of the Early Inhabitants of Britain, down 
to the Conversion of the Anglo-Saxons to Christianity. Illustrated by the 
Ancient Remains brought to light by recent research. With numerous 
Engravings. Post 8vo. cloth, 8*. 

YOUNG NATURALIST'S BOOK OF BIRDS. By Percy B. St. John. 

A New Edition, with Sixteen Woodcuts. 16mo. cloth 2s. 6d. 1 
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